Terry Pratchett
Witches Abroad

A Discworld Nove

Thisisthe Discworld, which travel s through space on the back of four elephants which themsel ves stand
on the shdl of Great A’ Tuin, the sky turtle.

Once upon atime such auniverse was considered unusua and, possibly, impossible.
But then . . . it used to be so Smple, once upon atime.

Because the universe was full of ignorance al around and the scientist panned throughit likea
prospector crouched over amountain stream, looking for the gold of knowledge among the gravel of
unreason, the sand of uncertainty and the little whiskery eight-legged swimming things of superdtition.

Occasionally he would straighten up and say thingslike *Hurrah, I’ ve discovered Boyle s Third Law.”
And everyone knew where they stood. But the trouble was that ignorance became more interesting,
especidly big fascinating ignorance about huge and important things like matter and creation, and people
stopped patiently building their little houses of rationd gticksin the chaos of the universe and started
getting interested in the chaositsdlf - partly because it was alot easier to be an expert on chaos, but
mostly because it made really good patterns that you could put on at-shirt.

And instead of getting on with proper science scientists suddenly went around saying how impossibleit
wasto know anything, and that there was't redlly anything you could call redlity to know anything about,
and how al thiswastremendoudy exciting, and incidentaly did you know there were possbly dl these
little universes all over the place but no-one can see them because they are dl curved in on themsalves?
Incidentaly, don’t you think thisisarather good t-shirt?

Compared to dl this, alarge turtle with aworld on its back is practically mundane. At least it doesn't
pretend it doesn’t exist, and no-one on the Discworld ever tried to proveit didn't exist in case they
turned out to be right and found themsalves suddenly floating in empty space. Thisis becausethe
Discworld exists right on the edge of redlity. The least little things can bresk through to the other side. So,
on the Discworld, people take things serioudly.

Like gtories.

Because stories are important.

People think that stories are shaped by people. In fact, it’ sthe other way around.

Stories exist independently of their players. If you know that, the knowledge is power.



Stories, great flapping ribbons of shaped space-time, have been blowing and uncoiling around the
universe since the beginning of time. And they have evolved. The weakest have died and the strongest
have survived and they have grown fat ontheretdling . . . stories, twisting and blowing through the
darkness.

And their very exisence overlaysafaint but ingstent pattern on the chaosthat is history. Stories etch
grooves deep enough for peopleto follow in the same way that water follows certain paths down a
mountainside. And every time fresh actors tread the path of the story, the groove runs deeper.

Thisis cdled the theory of narrative causdlity and it meansthat astory, once started, takes a shape. It
picksup al the vibrations of al the other workings of that story that have ever been.

Thisiswhy history keeps on repesting dl thetime.
So athousand heroes have stolen fire from the gods.

A thousand wolves have eaten grandmother, a thousand princesses have been kissed. A million
unknowing actors have moved, unknowing, through the pathways of story.

It isnow impossible for the third and youngest son of any king, if he should embark on aquest which has
so far claimed his older brothers, not to succeed.

Storiesdon’t care who takes part in them. All that mattersisthat the story getstold, that the story
repeats. Or, if you prefer to think of it likethis: storiesare aparagticd life form, warping livesin the
sarvice only of the story itself.

It takes a special kind of person to fight back, and become the bicarbonate of history.

Onceupon atime. ..

Grey hands gripped the hammer and swung it, Striking the post so hard that it sank afoot into the soft
earth.

Two more blows and it was fixed immovably.

From the trees around the clearing the snakes and birds watched silently. In the swamp the dligators
drifted like patches of bad-assed water.

Grey handstook up the crosspiece and fixed it in place, tying it with creepers, pulling them so tight that
they creaked.

She watched him. And then she took up afragment of mirror and tied it to the top of the post.
“The coat,” shesaid.

He took up the coat and fitted it over the crosspiece. The pole wasn't long enough, so that the last few
inches of deeve draped emptily.

“Andthe hat,” shesad.



It wastall, and round, and black. It glistened.
The piece of mirror gleamed between the darkness of the hat and the coat.
“Will it work?” hesaid.

“Yes” shesad. “Even mirrors have their reflection. We got to fight mirrorswith mirrors.” She glared up
through the treesto adim white tower in the distance. “We ve got to find her reflection.”

“It' Il have to reach out along way, then.”
“Yes. We need dl the help we can get.”
She looked around the clearing.

She had called upon Mister Safe Way, Lady Bon Anna, Hotaloga Andrews and Stride Wide Man.
They probably weren't very good gods.

But they were the best she’ d been able to make.

Thisisastory about stories.

Or what it redlly meansto be afairy godmother.

But it' saso, particularly, about reflections and mirrors.

All across the multiverse there are backward tribes who distrust mirrors and images because, they say,
they stedl abit of aperson’s soul and there’ s only so much of aperson to go around. And the people
who wear more clothes say thisisjust superdtition, despite the fact that other people who spend their
lives appearing in images of one sort or another seem to develop athin qudlity. It's put down to
over-work and, tellingly, over-exposure instead.

Just superdtition. But a superstition doesn’t have to be wrong.

A mirror can suck up apiece of soul. A mirror can contain the reflection of the whole universe, awhole
skyful of starsin apiece of slvered glass no thicker than abreath.

Know about mirrors and you nearly know everything.
Look into themirror . ..
... further...

... toan orange light on a cold mountaintop, thousands of miles from the vegetable warmth of that
svamp. ..

Loca people called it the Bear Mountain. Thiswas because it was a bare mountain, not becauseit had a
lot of bearsonit. This caused acertain amount of profitable confusion, though; people often strode into
the nearest village with heavy duty crossbows, tragps and nets and called haughtily for native guidesto
lead them to the bears. Since everyone locally was making quite agood living out of this, what with the



sale of guide books, maps of bear caves, ornamental cuckoo-clocks with bears on them, bear
walking-sticks and cakes baked in the shape of a bear, somehow no-one had time to go and correct the
spdling.

It was about as bare as amountain could be.

Most of the trees gave out about halfway to the top, only afew pines hanging on to give an effect very
smilar to the couple of pathetic strands teased across his scalp by abadie who won't own up.

It was a place where witches met.

Tonight afire gleamed on the very crest of the hill. Dark figures moved in theflickering light.

The moon coasted across alacework of clouds. Findly, atal, pointy-hatted figure said, “'Y ou mean
everyone brought potato salad?’

There was one Ramtop witch who was not attending the sabbat. Witcheslike anight out as much as
anyone else but, in this case, she had amore pressing appointment. And it wasn’'t the kind of
gppointment you can put off easlly.

Desiderata Hollow was making her will.

When Desiderata Hollow was agirl, her grandmother had given her four important pieces of adviceto
guide her young footsteps on the unexpectedly twisting pathway of life.

They were:
Never trust adog with orange eyebrows,
Always get the young man’ s name and address,

Never get between two mirrors,

And awayswear completely clean underwear every day because you never knew when you were going
to be knocked down and killed by arunaway horse and if people found you had unsatisfactory
underwear on, you'd die of shame,

And then Desiderata grew up to become awitch. And one of the minor benefits of being awitchisthat
you know exactly when you' re going to die and can wear what underwear you like.

That had been eighty years earlier, when the idea of knowing exactly when you were going to die had
seemed quite attractive because secretly, of course, you knew you were going to live forever.

That wasthen.
And thiswas now.

Forever didn’t seemto last aslong these days as onceiit did.



Another log crumbled to ash in the fireplace. Desiderata hadn’t bothered to order any fuel for the winter.
Not much point, redly.

And then, of course, there wasthis other thing . . .

She' d wrapped it up carefully into along, dim package. Now she folded up the letter, addressed it, and
pushed it under the string. Job done.

Shelooked up. Desiderata had been blind for thirty years, but this hadn’t been a problem. She' d dways
been blessed, if that was the word, with second sight. So when the ordinary eyes gave out you just
trained yoursdlf to seeinto the present, which anyway was easier than the future. And since the eyebal of
the occult didn’t depend on light, you saved on candles. There was dwaysasilver lining, if you knew
whereto look. In amanner of speaking.

Therewasamirror on thewall in front of her.

Thefaceinit was not her own, which was round and pink.

It was the face of awoman who was used to giving orders. Desideratawasn't the sort to give orders.
Quitethereverse, infact.

Thewoman said, “You are dying, Desiderata.”

“I' am that, too.”

“You'vegrown old. Your sort always do. Y our power is nearly gone.”
“That'safact, Lilith,” said Desideratamildly.

“So your protection iswithdrawing from her.”

“ ‘Fraid s0,” said Desiderata

“So now it’ sjust me and the evil swvamp woman. And | will win.”

“Thet’ show it seems, I'm afraid.”

“Y ou should have found a successor.”

“Never had thetime. I’'m not the planning sort, you know.”
Thefaceinthemirror got closer, asif the figure had moved alittle nearer to its Sde of the mirror.
“You'velogt, Desiderata Hollow.”

“Soit goes.” Desderatagot to her feet, alittle unsteadily, and picked up acloth.

The figure seemed to be getting angry. It clearly fdlt that people who had lost ought to look downcast,
and not asif they were enjoying ajoke at your expense.

“Don't you understand what losing means?’



“Some people are very clear about that,” said Desiderata. “ Goodbye, m’lady.” She hung the cloth over
themirror.

There was an angry intake of breath, and then silence.

Desderatastood asif logt in thought.

Then sheraised her head, and said: “Kettle boiled just now. Would you like a cup of tea?’
NO, THANK YOU, said avoiceright behind her.

“How long have you been waiting?’

FOREVER.

“Not keeping you, am 17?7’

IT"SA QUIET NIGHT.

“I'm making acup of tea. | think there' s one biscuit left.”

NO, THANK YOU.

“If you fed peckish, it'sinthe jar on the mantel piece. That' s genuine Klatchian pottery, you know.
Made by agenuine Klatchian craftsman. From Klatch,” she added.

INDEED?
“| used to get about alot in my younger days.”
YES?

“Great times.” Desderatapoked thefire. “It wasthe job, you see. Of course, | expect it’ svery much
the samefor you.”

YES.

“I never knew when | was going to be caled out. Well, of course you’ d know about that, wouldn't you.
Kitchens, mainly. It dways seemed to be kitchens. Balls sometimes, but generaly it was kitchens.” She
picked up the kettle and poured the boiling water into the tegpot on the hearth.

INDEED.
“I used to grant their wishes.”

Death looked puzzled.

WHAT?YOU MEAN LIKE ... FITTED CUPBOARDS? NEW SINKS? THAT KIND OF
THING?



“No, no. The people.” Desideratasighed. “It’ sabig responghbility, fairy godmothering. Knowing when
to stop, | mean. People whose wishes get granted often don’t turn out to be very nice people. So should
you give them what they want - or what they need?”’

Death nodded politely. From his point of view, people got what they were given.
“Likethis Genuathing - “ Desiderata began.

Death looked up sharply.

GENUA?

“Y ou know it? Well, of course you would.”

I ... KNOW EVERYWHERE, OF COURSE.

Desiderata’ s expression softened. Her inner eyes were looking elsewhere.

“There were two of us. Godmothers go in twos, you know. Me and Lady Lilith? There salot of power
in godmothering. It' slike being part of history. Anyway, the girl was born, out of wedlock but none the
worsefor that, it wasn't asif they couldn’t have married, they just never got round toiit. . . and Lilith
wished for her to have beauty and power and marry aprince. Hah! And she’ s been working on that ever
since. What could | do? Y ou can’'t argue with wishes like that. Lilith knows the power of astory. I've
donethebest | could, but Lilith’ s got the power. | hear she runsthe city now. Changing awhole country
just to make astory work! And now it’ stoo late anyway. For me. So I’'m handing on the responsibility.
That' s how it goes, with fairy godmothering. No-one ever wantsto be afairy godmother. Except Lilith,
of course. Got abeein her bonnet about it. So I'm sending someone else. | may have left thingstoo
late”

Desideratawas akindly soul. Fairy godmothers devel op avery deep understanding about human nature,
which makes the good ones kind and the bad ones powerful.

She was not someone to use extreme language, but it was possible to be sure that when she deployed a
mild term like ‘abeein her bonnet’ she was using it to define someone whom she believed to be severd
miles over the madness horizon and accelerating.

She poured out the tea.

“That’ sthe trouble with second sight,” she said. “Y ou can see what’ s happenin’, but you don’t know
what it means. I’ ve seen the future. There' sacoach made out of apumpkin. And that’simpossible. And
there’ s coachmen made out of mice, which isunlikely. And there saclock striking midnight, and
something about aglass dipper. And it’ sal going to happen. Because that’ s how stories have to work.
And then | thought: | knows some people who make stories work their way.”

She sghed again. “Wish | was going to Genua,” she said. 1 could do with thewarmth. And it' s Fat
Tuesday coming up. Always went to Genuafor Fat Tuesday in the old days.”

There was an expectant silence.

Then Death said, YOU SURELY ARE NOT ASKING ME TO GRANT A WISH ?



“Hah! No-one grants afairy godmother’ swishes.” Desiderata had that inward look again, her voice
talking to herself. “ See?| got to get the three of them to Genua. Got to get ‘em there because I’ ve seen
‘em there. Got to be dl three. And that ain’t easy, with people like them. Got to use headology. Got to
make ‘em send ‘emselves. Tell Esme Weatherwax she' s got to go somewhere and she won't go out of
contrariness, so tell her she' snot to go and she'll run there over broken glass. That’ s the thing about the
Wesatherwaxes, see. They don’'t know how to be beaten.”

Something seemed to strike her asfunny.
“But one of ‘em’ sgoing to haveto learn.”

Death said nothing. From where he sat, Desiderata reflected, |osing was something that everyone
learned.

She drained her tea. Then she stood up, put on her pointy hat with a certain amount of ceremony, and
hobbled out of the back door.

There was a deep trench dug under the trees alittle way from the house, down into which someone had
thoughtfully put ashort ladder. She climbed in and, with some difficulty, heaved the ladder onto the
leaves. Then shelay down. She sat up.

“Mr Chert thetroll down at the sawmill doesavery good dedl on coffins, if you don’t mind pine.”

| SHALL DEFINITELY BEARIT IN MIND.

“I got Hurker the poacher to dig the hole out for me,” she said conversationdly, “and he' sgoin’ to come
adong andfill it in on hisway home. | believein being neat. Take it away, maesiro.”

WHAT?OH. A FIGURE OF SPEECH.
Heraised his scythe.
Desderata Hollow went to her rest.

“Waell,” shesaid, “that was easy. What happens now?’

Andthisis Genua. Themagica kingdom. The diamond city. The fortunate country.

In the centre of the city awoman stood between two mirrors, watching hersdlf reflected al the way to
infinity.

The mirrors were themsalves in the centre of an octagon of mirrors, open to the sky on the highest tower
of the pdace. There were so many reflections, in fact, that it was only with extreme difficulty that you
could tell where the mirrors ended and the real person began.

Her namewas Lady Lilith de Tempscire, athough she had answered to many othersin the course of a
long and eventful life. And that was something you learned to do early on, she'd found. If you wanted to
get anywherein thisworld - and she' d decided, right at the start, that she wanted to get asfar asit was
possible to go - you wore names lightly, and you took power anywhere you found it. She had buried



three husbands, and at |east two of them had been aready dead.

And you moved around alot. Because most people didn’t move around much. Change countries and
your name and, if you had the right manner, the world was your mollusc. For example, she d hadto go a
mere hundred milesto become aLady.

She’'d goto any lengthsnow . . .

The two main mirrors were set almost, but not quite, facing one another, so that Lilith could see over her
shoulder and watch her images curve away around the universeinsgde the mirror.

She could fed hersdf pouring into herself, multiplying itself viathe endlessreflections.

When Lilith sghed and strode out from the Space between the mirrors the effect was startling. Images of
Lilith hung inthe air behind her for amoment, like three-dimensiond shadows, before fading.

$0. .. Desderatawas dying. Interfering old baggage. She deserved death. She’ d never understood the
kind of power she’ d had. She was one of those people afraid to do good for fear of doing harm, who
took it al so serioudy that they’ d congtipate themselves with mora anguish before granting thewish of a
sngleatt.

Lilith looked down and out over the city. Well, there were no barriers now. The stupid voodoo woman
in the swamp was amere distraction, with no understanding.

Nothing stood in the way of what Lilith liked more than anything else.
A happy ending.

Up on the mountain, the sabbat had settled down a bit. Artists and writers have always had arather
exaggerated idea about what goes on a awitches sabbat. This comes from spending too much timein
smal roomswith the curtains drawn, instead of getting out in the hedlthy fresh air.

For example, there' sthe dancing around naked. In the average temperate climate there are very few
nights when anyone would dance around at midnight with no clothes on, quite apart from the question of
stones, thistles, and sudden hedgehogs.

Then there' sall that business with goat-headed gods. Most witches don't believe in gods. They know
that the gods exit, of course. They even deal with them occasionally. But they don't believein them.
They know them too well. It would be like believing in the postman.

And there’ sthe food and drink - the bits of reptile and so on. In fact, witches don’t go for that sort of
thing. Theworst you can say about the eating habits of the older type of witch isthat they tend to like
ginger biscuits dipped in teawith so much sugar in it that the spoon won't move and will drink it out of
the saucer if they think it’stoo hot. And do so with gppreciative noises more generaly associated with
the chegper type of plumbing system. Legs of toad and so on might be better than this.

Then there’ sthe mystic ointments. By sheer luck, the artists and writers are on firmer ground here. Most
witches are elderly, which iswhen ointments start to have an attraction, and at least two of those present
tonight were wearing Granny Weatherwax’ s famous goose-grease-and-sage chest liniment. Thisdidn’t
make you fly and seevisons, but it did prevent colds, if only because the distressng smell that developed
around about the second week kept everyone else so far away you couldn't catch anything from them.



And findly there s sabbats themsalves. Y our average witch isnot, by nature, asocid animal asfar as
other witches are concerned. There' saconflict of dominant persondlities. There sagroup of ringleaders
without aring. There€ sthe basic unwritten rule of witcheraft, which is“Don’'t do what you will, do what |
say.” The natura sze of acovenisone. Witches only get together when they can't avoidiit.

Like now.

The conversation, given Desiderata’ s abbsence, had naturaly turned to the increasing shortage of witches.

“What, no-one?’ said Granny Wesatherwax.

“No-one,” said Gammer Brevis.

“| cdl that terrible,” said Granny. “ That’ sdisgudtin’.”

“Eh?’ said Old Mother Dismass.

“Shecdlsit disgusting!” shouted Gammer Brevis.

“E

“There sno girl to put forward! To take Desiderata s place!”

“Oh”

Theimplications of thissank in.

“If anyone doesn’'t want their crustsI’ll *ave *em,” said Nanny Ogg.

“We never had this sort of thing in my young days,” said Granny. “ There was adozen witchesthisside
of themountain aone. Of course, that was before dl this’ - she made aface - “making your own
entertainment. There' sfar too much of this making your own entertainment these days. We never made
our own entertainment when | wasagirl. We never had time.”

“Tempersfuggit,” said Nanny Ogg.

“What?’

“Tempersfuggit. Meansthat was then and thisisnow,” said Nanny.

“1 don’t need no-oneto tell me that, Gytha Ogg. | know when now is.”

“Y ou got to move with the times.”

“I don't seewhy. Don't seewhy we - *

“So | reckon we got to shift the boundaries again,” said Gammer Brevis.

“Can'tdothat,” said Granny Weatherwax promptly. “1’m doing four villages dready. The broomstick
hardly hastimeto cool down.”



“Well, with Mother Hollow passing on, we' re definitely short handed,” said Gammer Brevis. “I know
shedidn’t do alot, what with her other work, but shewasthere, That' swhat it’ sall about. Being there,
There sgot to bealoca witch.”

The four witches stared gloomily at the fire. Well, three of them did. Nanny Ogg, who tended to look on
the cheerful side, made toast.

“They'vegot awizard in, downin Cred Springs,” said Gammer Brevis. “ There wasn't anyoneto take
over when old Granny Hopliss passed on, so they sent off to Ankh-Morpork for awizard. An actud
wizard. With astaff. He' s got a shop there and everything, with a brass sign on the door. It says
“Wizard™.”

Thewitchessighed.

“Mrs Singe passed on,” said Gammer Brevis. “And Gammer Peavey passed on.”

“Did she? Old Mabd Peavey?’ said Nanny Ogg, through a shower of crumbs. “How old was she?’

“One hundred and nineteen,” said Gammer Brevis. “I said to her, “Y ou don’'t want to go climbing
mountains at your age’ but shewouldn’t listen.”

“Some people arelikethat,” said Granny. “ Stubborn as mules. Tell them they mustn’t do something and
they won't stop till they’ vetried it.”

“I actudly heard her very last words,” said Gammer.

“What did she say?’ said Granny.

“Asl recdl, “oh bugger”,” said Gammer.

“It' sthe way she would have wanted to go,” said Nanny Ogg. The other witches nodded.

“You know . . . we could be looking at the end of witchcraft in these parts,” said Gammer Brevis.
They stared at thefire again.

“I don't * gpect anyon€e' s brought any marshmallows?” said Nanny Ogg, hopefully.

Granny Weatherwax looked a her sster witches. Gammer Brevis she couldn’t stand; the old woman
taught school on the other side of the mountain, and had a nasty habit of being reasonable when
provoked. And Old Mother Dismass was possibly the most usdess sibyl in the history of oracular

revelation. And Granny redlly couldn’t be having at al with Nanny Ogg, who was her best friend.

“What about young Magrat?’ said Old Mother Dismass innocently. “Her patch runsright dongside
Desideratal s. Maybe she could take on a bit extra?’

Granny Weatherwax and Nanny Ogg exchanged glances.

“She' sgonefunny inthe head,” said Granny.



“Now, come on, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg. “

“Wadl, | cdl it funny,” said Granny. “Y ou can't tell methat saying al that stuff about rlativesis't going
funny inthe head.”

“Shedidn’'t say that,” said Nanny. “ She said she wanted to relate to herself.”

“That'swhat | said,” said Granny Weatherwax. “I told her: Simplicity Garlick was your mother,
Araminta Garlick was your granny. Y olande Garlick isyour aunt and you'reyour ., . you're your me.”

She sat back with the satisfied look of someone who has solved everything anyone could ever want to
know about a persond identity criss.

“Shewouldn’t listen,” she added.

Gammer Breviswrinkled her forehead.

“Magrat?’ shesad. Shetried to get amenta picture of the Ramtops' youngest witch and recalled - well,
not aface, just adightly watery-eyed expression of hopeless goodwill wedged between abody like a
maypole and hair like ahaystack after agae. A relentless doer of good works. A worrier. The kind of
person who rescued small lost baby birds and cried when they died, which isthe function kind old
Mother Nature usualy reservesfor small lost baby birds.

“Doesn't sound like her,” she said.

“And she said she wanted to be more sdlf-assertive,” said Granny.

“Nothing wrong with being sdf-assertive,” said Nanny. “ Sdf-asserting’ swhat witching’ sdl about.”

“I never said there was anything wrong with it,” said Granny. “1 told her there was nothing wrong with it.
Y ou can be as sdif-assertive as you like, | said, just so long as you do what you'retold.”

“Rubthisonandit’ll clear up in aweek or two,” said Old Mother Dismass.

The other three witches watched her expectantly, in case there was going to be anything ese. It became
clear that there wasn't.

“And she srunning - what’ sthat she’ srunning, Gytha?” said Granny. .

“Sdlf-defence classes,” said Nanny.

“But she sawitch,” Gammer Brevis pointed out.

“I told her that,” said Granny Weatherwax, who had walked nightly without fear in the bandit-haunted
forests of the mountainsadl her lifein the certain knowledge that the darkness held nothing moreterrible
than shewas. “ She said that wasn't the point. Wasn't the point. That’ swhat she said.”

“No-one goesto them, anyway,” said Nanny Ogg.

“I thought she was going to get married to the king,” said Gammer Brevis.



“Everyonedid,” said Nanny. “But you know Magrat. She tends to be open to Ideas. Now she says she
refusesto be asex object.”

They dl thought about this. Findly Gammer Brevis said, dowly, inthe manner of one surfacing from the
depths of fascinated cogitation, “But she's never been a sex object.”

“I’'m pleased to say | don’'t even know what asex object is,” said Granny Weatherwax firmly.
“I do,” said Nanny Ogg.

They looked at her.

“Our Shane brought one home from foreign parts once.”

They carried on looking at her.

“It was brown and fat and had beads on and aface and two holesfor the string.”
Thisdidn’'t seem to avert their gaze.

“Wall, that' swhat he said it was,” said Nanny.

“I think you' retalking about afertility idol,” said Gammer Brevishepfully.
Granny shook her head.

“Doesn’'t sound much like Magrat to me- “ she began.

“You can't tell methat’ sworth tuppence,” said Old Mother Dismass, from whatever moment of time
shewas currently occupying.

No-one was ever quite sure which it was.

It was an occupationd hazard for those gifted with second sight. The human mind isn't redly designed to
be sent rocketing backwards and forwards aong the great freeway of time and can become, asit were,
detached from its anchorage, seeing randomly into the past and the future and only occasiondly into the
present. Old Mother Dismass was temporaly unfocused. This meant that if you spoke to her in August
she was probably listening to you in March. It was best just to say something now and hope she'd pick it
up next time her mind was passing through.

Granny waved her hands experimentaly in front of Old Mother Dismass s unseeing eyes.

“She'sgoneagan,” shesad.

“Wel, if Magrat can’t take it on there sMillie Hopgood from over Siceway,” said Gammer Brevis.
“She’ sahardworking girl. Mind you, she' sgot aworse squint than Magrat.”

“Nothing wrong with that. A squint looks good on awitch,” said Granny Westherwax.

“But you have to know how to useit,” said Nanny Ogg. “Old Gertie Simmons used to have asquint and
she was dways putting the evil influence on the end of her own nose. We can't have people thinkin' that



if you upsets awitch she curses and mutters and then her own nose drops off.”

They dl stared & thefireagain.

“I suppose Desideratawouldn’t have chosen her own successor?’ said Gammer Brevis.
“Can'tgodoin’ that,” said Granny Wesatherwax. “ That’s not how we do thingsin these parts.”

“Yes, but Desideratadidn’t spend much timein these parts. It was the job. She was aways going off to
foreign parts”

“I can’t be having with foreign parts,” said Granny Wesetherwax.

“Y ou’ ve been to Ankh-Morpork,” said Nanny mildly. “ That’ sforeign.”

“Noit'snot. It'sjust along way off. That's not the same asforeign. Foreign’ swhere they gabble at you
in heathen lingo and eat foreign muck and worship, you know, objects,” said Granny Wesatherwax,
goodwill diplomat. “Foreign can be quite closeto, if you're not careful. Huh,” she added witheringly.

“Y es, she could bring back just about anything from foreign parts.”
“She brought me back anice blue and white plate once,” said Nanny Ogg.

“That'sapoint,” said Gammer Brevis. “ Someone d better go and seeto her cottage. She had quite alot
of good stuff there. 1t'd be dreadful to think of some thief getting in there and having arummage.”

“Can’'timagine any thief’d want to break into awitch’s - “ Granny began, and then stopped abruptly.
“Yes,” shesaid meekly. “Good idea. I'll seetoit directly.”

“No, I'll seetoit,” said Nanny Ogg, who' d dso had time to work something out. “It' s right on my way
home. No problem.”

“No, you'll be wanting to get home early,” said Granny. “Don’t you bother yoursdlf. It'd be no trouble.”
“Oh, itwon't beany troubleat al,” said Nanny.

“Y ou don’'t want to go tiring yoursdf out at your age,” said Granny Wesatherwax.

They glared at one another.

“I redly don't seethat it matters” said Gammer Brevis. “Y ou might aswell go together rather than fight
about it.”

“I’'m abit busy tomorrow,” said Granny. “How about after lunch?’
“Right,” said Nanny Ogg. “We Il meet a her cottage. Right after lunch.”

“We had one once but the bit you unscrew fell off and got lost,” said Old Mother Dismass.



Hurker the poacher shovelled the last of the earth into the hole. He felt he ought to say afew words.

“Wdll, that’ s about it, then,” he said.

She' d definitely been one of the better witches, he thought, as he wandered back to the cottage in the
pre-dawn gloom. Some of the other ones - while of course being wonderful human beings, he added to
himsdf hurriedly, as fine abunch of women as you could ever hopeto avoid - were just abit
overpowering. Mistress Hollow had been alistening kind of person.

On the kitchen table was along package, asmal pile of coins, and an envelope.

He opened the envelope, although it was not addressed to him.

Insde wasasmadller envelope, and anote,

The note said: I'm watching you, Albert Hurker. Deliver the packige and the enviope and if you dare
take a peek ingde something dretful will happen to you. Asa profesional Good Farey Godmother | aint
alowed to curse anyone but | Predict it would probly involve bein bittern by an enraged wolf and your
leg going green and runny and dropping off, dont arsk me how | know anyway you carnt because, | am
dead. All the best, Desiderata.

He picked up the package with his eyes shut.

Light travelsdowly in the Discworld' svast magicd field, which meansthat time doestoo. As Nanny
Ogg would put it, when it steatime in Genuaiit’s Tuesday over here. . .

Infact it wasdawn in Genua. Lilith sat in her tower, usng amirror, sending her own image out to scan
the world. She was searching.

Wherever there was a sparkle on awave crest, wherever there was a sheet of ice, wherever therewas a
mirror or areflection then Lilith knew she could see out. Y ou didn’t need amagic mirror. Any mirror
would do, if you knew how to useit. And Lilith, crackling with the power of amillion images, knew that
very well.

There wasjust anagging doubt. Presumably Desideratawould have got rid of it. Her sort werelike that.

Conscientious. And presumably it would be to that stupid girl with the watery eyes who sometimes
visited the cottage, the one with al the cheap jewdl lery and the bad taste in clothes. She looked just the

type.

But Lilith wanted to be sure. She hadn’t got where she was today without being sure.
In puddles and windows al over Lancre, the face of Lilith gppeared momentarily and thenmoved on. . .
And now it was dawn in Lancre. Autumn mistsrolled through the forest.

Granny Wesatherwax pushed open the cottage door. It wasn’t locked. The only visitor Desiderata had
been expecting wasn't the sort to be put off by locks.

“She' s had hersdf buried round the back,” said avoice behind her. It was Nanny Ogg.

Granny considered her next move. To point out that Nanny had deliberately come early, so asto search



the cottage by hersdlf, then raised questions about Granny’ s own presence. She could undoubtedly
answer them, given enough time. On thewhole, it was probably best just to get on with things.

“Ah,” she said, nodding. “ Always very neat in her ways, was Desiderata.”

“Wadll, it wasthejob,” said Nanny Ogg, pushing past her and eyeing the room’ s contents speculatively.
“Y ou got to be able to keep track of things, in ajob like hers. By gor’, that’s abloody enormous cat.”

“It'salion,” said Granny Wesatherwax, looking at the stuffed head over the fireplace.
“Must’ve hit thewall a ahdl of aspeed, whatever it was,” said Nanny Ogg.
“Someonekilled it,” said Granny Westherwax, surveying the room.

“Should think s0,” said Nanny. “If I d seen something like that eatin’ itsway through thewall I'd of hit it
mysdlf with the poker.”

Therewas of course no such thing asatypica witch’s cottage, but if therewas such athing asa
non-typical witch’s cottage, then thiswas certainly it. Apart from various glassy-eyed animal heeds, the
walls were covered in bookshel ves and water-colour pictures. There was a spear in the umbrellastand.
Instead of the more usua earthenware and china on the dresser there were foreign-looking brass pots
and fine blue porcdlain. There wasn't adried herb anywhere in the place but there were agreat many
books, most of them filled with Desiderata’ s smdll, neat handwriting. A whole table was covered with
what were probably maps, meticuloudy drawn.

Granny Wesatherwax didn’t like maps. She fdt ingtinctively that they sold the landscape short.

“She certainly got about abit,” said Nanny Ogg, picking up acarved ivory fan and flirting coquettishly.

“Wall, it was easy for her,” said Granny, opening afew drawers. She ran her fingers ong the top of the
mantel piece and looked at them criticaly.

“ She could have found time to go over the place with aduster,” she said vaguely. “1 wouldn’t go and
dieand leave my placein this sate.”

“I wonder where sheleft . . . you know . . . «?” said Nanny, opening the door of the grandfather clock
and peering indde.

“Shame on you, GythaOgg,” said Granny. “We re not hereto look for that.”

“Of course not. | wasjust wondering . . .” Nanny Ogg tried to stand on tiptoe surreptitioudly, in order to
see on top of the dresser.

“Gythal For shame! Go and make usacup of teal”
“Oh, dl right.”

Nanny Ogg disappeared, muttering, into the scullery. After afew seconds there came the creaking of a
pump handle.

Granny Weetherwax sidled towards achair and felt quickly under the cushion.



There was a clatter from the next room. She straightened up hurriedly.
“I shouldn’t think it'd be under the sink, neither,” she shouted.
Nanny Ogg'sreply wasinaudible.

Granny waited amoment, and then crept rapidly over to the big chimney. She reached up and felt
cautioudy around.

“Looking for something, Esme?’ said Nanny Ogg behind her.

“The soot up hereisterrible,” said Granny, standing up quickly. “ Terrible soot thereis”
“It'snot up there, then?” said Nanny Ogg sweetly.

“Don’t know what you' re talking about.”

“You don't have to pretend. Everyone knows she must have had one,” said Nanny Ogg. “It goeswith
thejob. It practic’'ly isthejob.”

“Wdll ... maybel just wanted alook at it,” Granny admitted. “Just hold it awhile. Not useit. You
wouldn’t catch me using one of those things. | only ever saw it once or twice. Thereain't many of ‘em
around these days.”

Nanny Ogg nodded. “Y ou can't get thewood,” she said.

“Y ou don't think she’ s been buried with it, do you?’

“Shouldn’t think so. | wouldn't want to be buried with it. Thing like that, it' sabit of aresponsbility.
Anyway, it wouldn't stay buried. A thing like that wantsto be used. It' d berattling around your coffin the
wholetime. Y ou know the trouble they are.”

Sherdaxed abit. “I’ll sort out theteathings,” shesaid. “Y ou light thefire.”

She wandered back into the scullery.

Granny Weatherwax reached along the mantelpiece for the matches, and then redlized that there
wouldn’t be any. Desiderata had always said she was much too busy not to use magic around the house.
Even her laundry did itsdf.

Granny disapproved of magic for domestic purposes, but she was annoyed. She also wanted her tea.

She threw a couple of logsinto the fireplace and glared a them until they burst into flame out of sheer
embarrassment.

It was then that her eye was caught by the shrouded mirror.
“Coverin’ it over?’ shemurmured. “1 didn’t know old Desiderata was frightened of thunderstorms.”

Shetwitched aside the cloth.



She stared.

Very few peoplein the world had more sdlf-control than Granny Weatherwax. It was asrigid as a bar of
cast iron. And about asflexible.

She smashed the mirror.

Lilith sat bolt upright in her tower of mirrors. Her?

Theface was different, of course. Older. It had been along time. But eyes don’'t change, and witches
awayslook at the eyes.

Her!

Magrat Garlick, witch, was aso standing in front of amirror. In her caseit wastotaly unmagicd. It was
also dill in one piece, but there had been one or two close calls.

She frowned at her reflection, and then consulted the smdll, cheaply-woodcut legflet that had arrived the
previous day.

She mouthed afew words under her breath, straightened up, extended her handsin front of her,

Magrat would be the first to admit that she had an open mind. It was as open as afidld, as open asthe
sky. No mind could be more open without specid surgica implements. And she was dwayswaiting for
something tofill it up.

What it was currently filling up with was the search for inner peace and cosmic harmony and the true
essence of Being.

When people say ‘Anideacameto me it isn't just ametaphor. Raw inspirations, tiny particles of
self-contained thought, are deeting through the cosmos dl thetime. They get drawn to headslike
Magrat’ sin the same way that water runsinto aholein the desert.

It was dl dueto her mother’slack of attention to spelling, she speculated. A caring parent would have
spelled Margaret correctly. And then she could have been a Peggy, or aMaggie - big, robust names, full
of rdiability. There wasn't much you could do with aMagrat. It sounded like something thet lived ina
holein ariver bank and was aways getting flooded out.

She consdered changing it, but knew in her secret heart that thiswould not work. Even if she becamea
Chloe or an Isobel on top she'd still be aMagrat undernesath.

But it would be niceto try. It'd be nice not to be aMagrat, even for afew hours.

It sthoughts like thisthat tart people on the road to Finding Themsalves. And one of the earliest things
Magrat had learned was that anyone Finding Themsalveswould be unwise to tell Granny Westherwax,



who thought that femal e emancipation was awomen’s complaint that shouldn’t be discussed in front of
men.

Nanny Ogg was more sympathetic but had atendency to come out with what Magrat thought of as
double-intenders, dthough in Nanny Ogg's case they were generdly single entendres and proud of it.

In short, Magrat had despaired of learning anything at dl from her senior witches, and was cagting her
net further afield. Much further afield. About asfar afield asafield could be.

It'sa strange thing about determined seekers-after-wisdom that, no matter where they happen to be,
they’ Il dways seek that wisdom which isalong way off. Wisdom is one of the few things that looks
bigger the further away itis.

Currently Magrat wasfinding hersdf through the Path of The Scorpion, which offered cosmic harmony,
inner one-ness and the possibility of knocking an attacker’ s kidneys out through his ears. She' d sent of f
forit.

There were problems. The author, Grand Master Lobsang Dibbler, had an addressin Ankh-Morpork.
Thisdid not seem like alikely seat of cosmic wisdom. Also, dthough he' d put in lots of stuff about the
Way not being used for aggression and only to be used for cosmic wisdom, thiswasin quite small print
between enthusiagtic drawings of people hitting one another with riceflailsand going ‘Hal!” Later on you
learned how to cut bricksin haf with your hand and walk over red hot coas and other cosmic things.

Magrat thought that Ninjawas a nice namefor agirl.

She squared up to hersdf inthe mirror again.

There was aknock at the door. Magrat went and opened it.

“Ha?’ shesad.

Hurker the poacher took a step backwards. He was aready rather shaken. An angry wolf had trailed
him part of the way through the forest.

“Um,” hesaid. Heleaned forward, his shock changing to concern. “Have you hurt your head, Miss?’
She looked at him in incomprehension. Then redlization dawned. She reached up and took off the
headband with the chrysanthemum pattern on it, without which it isalmost impossible to properly seek
cosmic wisdom by twisting an opponent’ s e bows through 360 degrees.

“No,” shesaid. “What do you want?’

“Got apackagefor you,” said Hurker, presenting it.

It was about two feet long, and very thin.

“There€ sanote,” said Hurker helpfully. He shuffled around as she unfolded it, and tried to read it over
her shoulder.

“It' sprivate,” said Magrat.



“Isit?’ said Hurker, agreesbly.
13 Y& ”

“I wastole you’ d give me apenny for delivering it,” said the poacher. Magrat found onein her purse.
“Money forges the chains which bind the labouring classes,” she warned, handing it over. Hurker, who
had never thought of himself asalabouring classin hislife, but who was prepared to listen to amost any
amount of gibberish in exchange for apenny, nodded innocently.

“And | hope your head gets better, Miss,” he said.

When Magrat was |eft donein her kitchen-cum-dojo she unwrapped the parcel. It contained one dim
whiterod.

Shelooked at the note again. It said, “1 niver had time to Trane areplaysment so youll haveto Do. Y ou
must goeto the city of Genua. | would of done thys mysalf only cannot by reason of bein dead. Ella
Saturday muste NOTTE marry the prins. PS Thisisimportent.”

Shelooked at her reflection in the mirror.

She looked down at the note again.

“PSPS Tdll those 2 Olde Biddys they are Notte to come with Y oue, they will onlie Ruine everythin.”
Therewas more.

“PSPSPS It has tendincy to resett to pumpkins but you will gett the hange of it in noetime.”

Magrat |ooked at the mirror again. And then down at the wand.

One minute lifeissmple, and then suddenly it stretches away full of complications.

“Oh, my,” shesad. “I’'m afairy godmother!”

Granny Westherwax was sill standing staring at the crazily-webbed fragments when Nanny Ogg ranin.
“Esme Weatherwax, what have you done? That’ sbad luck, that is. . . Esme?’

“Her?He?

“Areyou dl right?’

Granny Weatherwax screwed up her eyes for amoment, and then shook her head asif trying to
didodge an unthinkable thought.

“Whet?’

“You' vegonedl pale. Never seen you go dl palelikethat before.”



Granny dowly removed afragment of glassfrom her hat.
“Wall. . . bit of aturn, the glass breaking like that. . .” she mumbled.

Nanny looked a Granny Westherwax’ s hand. It was bleeding. Then shelooked a Granny
Weatherwax’ s face, and decided that she' d never admit that she' d looked at Granny Weatherwax’s
hand.

“Could beasign,” she said, randomly selecting a safe topic. “ Once someone dies, you get that sort of
thing. Ficturesfalin’ off wals, clocks stopping . . . great big wardrobes falling down the sairs. . . that
sort of thing.”

“I’'venever believed in that stuff, it's.. . . what do you mean, wardrobes faling down the stairs?” said
Granny. She was breathing deeply. If it wasn't well known that Granny Weatherwax was tough, anyone
might have thought she had just had the shock of her life and was practically desperate to take part ina
bit of ordinary everyday bickering.

“That’ swhat happened after my Great-Aunt Sophie died,” said Nanny Ogg. “ Three days and four hours
and six minutes to the very minute after she died, her wardrobe fell down the stairs. Our Darren and our
Jason were trying to get it round the bend and it sort of dipped, just like that. Uncanny. Weedll, | wasn't
going to leaveit therefor her Agatha, wasl, only ever visited her mum on Hogswaichday, and it was me
that nursed Sophie al the way through to theend - “

Granny let the familiar, soothing litany of Nanny Ogg’ sfamily feud wash over her as she groped for the
teacups.

The Oggs were what is known as an extended family - in fact not only extended but €l ongated,
protracted and persstent. No normal sheet of paper could possibly trace their family tree, which in any
case was more like amangrove thicket. And every single branch had alow-key, chronic vendetta against
every other branch, based on such well-established causes celebres as What Their Kevin Said About
Our Stan At Cousin Di’ s Wedding and Who Got The Slver Cutlery That Auntie Em Promised Our
Doreen Was To Have After She Died, I'd Like To Know, Thank Y ou Very Much, If You Don't Mind.

Nanny Ogg, as undisputed matriarch, encouraged al Sdesindiscriminately. It was the nearest thing she
had to a hobby.

The Oggs contained, in just one family, enough feuds to keep an entire Ozark of norma hillbilliesgoing
for acentury.

And sometimes this encouraged afoolish outsider to join in and perhaps make an uncomplimentary
remark about one Ogg to another Ogg. Whereupon every single Ogg would turn on him, every part of
the family closng up together like the parts of awell-oiled, blue-stedled engine to dedl instant merciless
destruction to the interloper.

Ramtop people believed that the Ogg feud was a blessing. The thought of them turning their immense
energy on theworld in general was aterrible one. Fortunately, there was no-one an Ogg would rather
fight than another Ogg. It wasfamily.

Odd things, families, when you cameto think of it. . .



“Esme?Youdl right?’

“What?’

“Y ou’ve got them cups rattling like nobody’ sbusiness! And teadl over thetray.”

Granny looked down blankly at the mess, and rallied as best she could.

“Not my damn fault if the damn cupsaretoo small,” she muttered.

The door opened.

“Morning, Magrat,” she added, without looking around. “What' re you doing here?’

It was something about the way the hinges creaked. Magrat could even open adoor apologetically.
The younger witch sidled speechlessly into the room, face beetroot red, arms held behind her back.
“We d just popped in to sort out Desiderata sthings, as our duty to asister witch,” said Granny loudly.
“And not to look for her magic wand,” said Nanny.

“GythaOgg!”

Nanny Ogg looked momentarily guilty, and then hung her head.

“Sorry, Esme”

Magrat brought her arms around in front of her.

“Er,” shesaid, and blushed further.

“You foundit!” said Nanny.

“Uh, no,” said Magrat, not daring to look Granny inthe eyes. “ Desideratagaveitto. .. me”

The slence crackled and hummed.

“Shegaveit toyou?’ said Granny Weatherwax.

“Uh. Yes”

Nanny and Granny looked at one another.

“Wdl!” said Nanny.

“She does know you, doesn’t she?” demanded Granny, turning back to Magrat.

“1 used to come over here quite often to look at her books,” Magrat confessed. “And . . . and she liked
to cook foreign food and no-one e se round here would et it, so I'd come up to keep her company.”



“Ah-hd Curryin’ favour!” snapped Granny.
“But | never thought she’ d leave methewand,” said Magrat. “Redly | didn't!”

“Therée s probably some mistake,” said Nanny Ogg kindly. “ She probably wanted you to give it to one
of us”

“That'll beit, right enough,” said Granny. “ She knew you were good & running errandsand so on. Let's
havealook at it.”

She held out her hand.

Magrat' s knuckles tightened on the wand.

“...shegaveitme...” shesad, inatiny voice.

“Her mind was definitely wandering towardsthe end,” said Granny.

“...shegaveitme...”

“Fairy godmotherin’ saterrible responghility,” said Nanny. “Y ou got to be resourceful and flexible and
:gul and able to dedl with complicated affairs of the heart and stuff. Desiderata would have known

“...yes but shegaveitme...”

“Magrat Garlick, as senior witch | command you to give methewand,” said Granny. “They cause
nothing but trouble!”

“Hold on, hold on,” said Nanny. “That’ sgoing a bit far-*

“...no...” sadMagrat.

“Anyway, you an't senior witch,” said Nanny. “Old Mother Dismassisolder’ nyou.”
“Shut up. Anyway, she' s non compost mentd,” said Granny.

“...you can't order me. Witches are non-hierarchicd . . .” said Magrat.

“That iswanton behaviour, Magrat Garlick!”

“Noit’'snot,” said Nanny Ogg, trying to keep the peace. “Wanton behaviour iswhere you go around
without wearing any -

She stopped. Both of the older witches watched asmall piece of paper fall out of Magrat’ s deeve and
zigzag down to the floor. Granny darted forward and snatched it up.

“Aha” shesaid triumphantly. “Let's seewhat Desiderataredly sad . . .”

Her lips moved as she read the note. Magrat tried to wind hersdlf up tighter.



A couple of musclesflickered on Granny’sface. Then, calmly, she screwed up the note.

“Just as | thought,” she said, “Desiderata says we are to give Magrat al the help we can, what with her
being young and everything. Didn’t she, Magrat?’

Magrat looked up into Granny’ sface.

Y ou could call her out, she thought. The notewas very clear. . . well, the bit about the older witches
was, anyway . . . and you could make her read it dloud. It' sas plain as day. Do you want to be third
witch forever? And then the flame of rebellion, burning in avery unfamiliar hearth, died.

“Yes” she muttered hopelesdly, “something like that.”

“It saysit’s very important we go to some place somewhere to help someone marry aprince,” said
Granny.

“It' sGenua,” said Magrat. “| looked it up in Desiderata s books. And we' ve got to make sure she
doesn't marry aprince.”

“A fairy godmother stopping agirl from marryin” aprince?’ said Nanny. “ Soundsabit. . . contrary.”

“ Should be an easy enough wish to grant, anyway,” said Granny. “Millions of girlsdon’t marry aprince.”
Magrat made an effort.

“Genuaredly isalong way away,” shesad.

“| should ‘ope s0,” said Granny Wesatherwax. “Thelast thing we want isforeign parts up close.”

“I mean, there'll bealot of travelling,” said Magrat wretchedly. “And you're. . . not asyoung as you
were”

Therewas along, crowded silence.

“We gart tomorrow,” said Granny Wesatherwax firmly.

“Look,” said Magrat desperately, “why don’t | go by myself?’

“ *Cosyou ain't experienced at fairy godmothering,” said Granny Weatherwax.
Thiswastoo much even for Magrat’ s generous soul.

“Wadll, nor areyou,” shesaid.

“That’strue,” Granny conceded. “But the point is. . . thepointis. . . the point iswe ve not been
experienced for alot longer than you.”

“We vegot alot of experience of not having any experience,” said Nanny Ogg happily.

“That’ swhat counts every time,” said Granny.



There was only one small, speckled mirror in Granny’ s house. When she got home, she buried it at the
bottom of the garden.

“There” shesaid. “Now trying spyin’ onme.”

It never seemed possible to people that Jason Ogg, master blacksmith and farrier, was Nanny Ogg's
son. Hedidn't look asif he could possibly have been born, but asif he must have been constructed. Ina
shipyard. To hisessentidly dow and gentle nature genetics had seen fit to add muscles that should have
goneto acouple of bullocks, arms like treetrunks, and legs like four beer barrels stacked in twos.

To hisglowing forge were brought the stud stallions, the red-eyed and foam-flecked kings of the horse
nation, the soup-plate-hoofed beasts that had kicked lesser men through walls. But Jason Ogg knew the
secret of the mystic Horseman’' s Word, and he would go aone into the forge, politely shut the door, and
lead the cresture out again after half an hour, newly shod and strangely docile.

Behind his huge brooding shape clustered the rest of Nanny Ogg’ s endless family and alot of other
townsfolk who, seeing some interesting activity involving witches, couldn’t resst the opportunity for what

was known in the Ramtops as agood oggle.

“We m off then, our Jason,” said Nanny Ogg. “They do say the streetsin foreign parts are paved with
gold. | could prob’ly make my fortune, en?’

Jason’ s hairy brow creased in intense thought.
“Us could do with anew anvil downforge,” he volunteered.

“If 1 come back rich, you won't never have to go down the forge ever again,” said Nanny.

Jason frowned.
“Butl likest'forge,” hesaid, dowly.

Nanny looked momentarily taken aback. “Well, then -then you shdl have an anvil made of solid silver.”

“Wunt be no good, ma. It' d be too soft,” said Jason.

“If I brings you back an anvil made of solid slver you shal have an anvil made of solid slver, my lad,
whether you likesit or not!”

Jason hung hishuge head. “Yes mum,” he said.

“You seeto it that someone comesin to keep the house aired every day reg’lar,” said Nanny. “I want a
firelitin that grate every morning.”
“Yes, mum.”

“And everyon€e sto go in through the back door, you hear? I’ ve put a curse on the front porch. Where's
those girls got to with my luggage?’ She scurried off, asmal grey bantam scolding aflock of hens.

Magrat listened to dl thiswith interest. Her own preparations had conssted of alarge sack containing
severad changes of clothes to accommodate whatever weather foreign parts might suffer from, and a



rather smaller one containing a number of useful-looking books from Desiderata Hollow’ s cottage.
Desderata had been a great note-taker, and had filled dozens of little books with neat writing and
chapter headings like ‘With Wand and Broomstick Across the Great Nef Desert”.

What she had never bothered to do, it sesemed, was write down any instructions for the wand. Asfar as
Magrat knew, you waved it and wished.

Along thetrack to her cottage, severa unanticipated pumpkins bore witnessto thisasan unreliable
grategy. One of them till thought it was a stodt.

Now Magrat was |eft aone with Jason, who shuffled hisfeet.

He touched hisforeock. He' d been brought up to be respectful to women, and Magrat fell broadly into
this category.

“Y ou will look after our mum, won't you, Mistress Garlick? he said, ahint of worry in hisvoice.
“She' m acting awful strange.”

Magrat patted him gently on the shoulder.

“Thissort of thing happensdl thetime,” shesaid. “Y ou know, after awoman’ sraised afamily and so
on, shewantsto sart living her own life”

“Whoselifeshebin living, then?’

Magrat gave him a puzzled look. She hadn’t questioned the wisdom of the thought when it had first
arrived in her head.

“You see, what itis,” she said, making an explanation up as she went dong, “there comesatimeina
woman'slifewhen shewantsto find hersef.”

“Why dint she start looking here?’ said Jason plaintively. “I mean, | ain’t wanting to talk out of turn,
Miss Garlick, but we was looking to you to persuade her and Mistress Weatherwax not to go.”

“I tried,” said Magrat. “I really did. | said, you don’'t want to go, | said. Anno domini, | said. Not as
young asyou used to be, | said. Silly to go hundreds of milesjust for something likethis, especidly at
your ege.”

Jason put his head on one side. Jason Ogg wouldn’t end up in the finals of the All-Discworld uptake
speed trids, but he knew his own mother.

“Yousad dl that to our mum?’ hesaid.
“Look, don't worry,” said Magrat, “I’'m sure no harm can- “

There was a crash somewhere over their heads. A few autumn leaves spiraled gently towards the
ground.

“Bloody tree. . . who put that bloody tree there?’ came avoice from on high.

“That'll be Granny,” said Magrat.



It was one of the weak spots of Granny Weatherwax’ s otherwise well-developed character that she'd
never bothered to get the hang of steering things. It was dien to her nature. She took the view that it was
her job to move and the rest of the world to arrange itself so that she arrived at her destination. This
meant that she occasionaly had to climb down trees she’ d never climbed up. This she did now, dropping
thelast few feet and daring anyone to comment.

“Well, now we'redl here” said Magrat brightly.

It didn’t work. Granny Weatherwax’ s eyes focused immediately somewhere around Magrat’ s knees.
“And what do you think you' re wearing?’ she said.

“Ah.Um. | thought . . . | mean, it gets cold up there. . . what with thewind and everything,” Magrat
began. She had been dreading this, and hating hersdlf for being so weak. After dl, they were practica.
Theideahad cometo her one night. Apart from anything else, it was dmost impossibleto do Air
Lobsang Dibbler’ s cosmic harmony death kicks when your legs kept getting tangled in askirt.
“Trousers?’

“They’re not exactly the same asordinary - “

“And there smen ‘erelookin’,” said Granny. “I think it's shameful!”

“What is?’ said Nanny Ogg, coming up behind her.

“Magrat Garlick, standin’ there bifurcated,” said Granny, sticking her noseintheair.

“Just S0 long as she got the young man’s name and address,” said Nanny Ogg amiably.
“Nanny!” said Magrat.

“I think they look quite comfy,” Nanny went on. “A bit baggy, though.”

“I don't *old withit,” said Granny. * Everyone can see her legs”

“Nothey can't,” said Nanny. “Thereason being, the materid isin theway.”

“Yes, but they can see where her legsare,” said Granny Weatherwax.

“That'sglly. That' slike saying everyone s naked under their clothes,” said Magrat.
“Magrat Garlick, may you beforgiven,” said Granny Wesatherwax.

“Wdl, it' struel”

“I'mnat,” said Granny flatly, “1 got three vestson.”

She looked Nanny up and down; Gytha Ogg, too, had made sartoria preparationsfor foreign parts.
Granny Wesatherwax could find little to disapprove of, athough she made an effort.



“And will you look at your hat,” she mumbled. Nanny, who had known Esme Weatherwax for seventy
years, merely grinned.

“All thego, an'tit?’ shesad. “Made by Mr Vernissage over in Slice. It' sgot willow reinforcing al the
way up to the point and eighteen pocketsinsde. Can stop ablow with a hammer, thishat. And how
about these?’

Nanny raised the hem of her skirt. She was wearing new boots. As boots, Granny Weetherwax could
find nothing to complain of in them. They were of proper witch construction, which isto say that aloaded
cart could have run over them without causing adent in the dense leather. As boots, the only thing wrong
with them wasthe colour.

“Red?’ said Granny. “That’ s no colour for awitch’s boots!”

“I likes‘em,” said Nanny.

Granny sniffed. “ Y ou can please yoursdlf, I'm sure,” shesaid. “I’'m surein foreign parts they goesin for
all sorts of outlandish things. But you know what they say about women who wear red boots.”

“Just so long asthey also say they’ ve got dry feet,” said Nanny cheerfully. She put her door key into
Jason' s hand.

“I'll write you lettersif you promise to find someone to read them to you,” she said.
“Y es, mum. What about the cat, mum?’ said Jason.
“Oh, Greebo'scoming with us,” said Nanny Ogg.

“What? But he' sacat!” snapped Granny Weatherwax. “Y ou can't take cats with you! I'm not going
travellin® with no cat! It' s bad enough travellin’ with trousers and provocative boots!”

“He Il misshismummy if he’ sleft behind, won't he,” crooned Nanny Ogg, picking up Greebo. He hung
limply, like abag of water gripped around the middle.

To Nanny Ogg Greebo was still the cute little kitten that chased balls of wool around the floor.

To therest of the world he was an enormous tomcat, aparcel of incredibly indestructible lifeforcesina
skin that looked lesslike afur than apiece of bread that had been left in adamp place for afortnight.
Strangers often took pity on him because his ears were non-existent and his face looked as though a bear
had camped on it. They could not know that this was because Greebo, as amatter of feline pride, would
attempt to fight or rgpe absolutely anything, up to and including afour-horse logging wagon. Ferocious
dogs would whine and hide under the stairs when Greebo sauntered down the street. Foxes kept away
from the village. Wolves made a detour.

“He san old softy redly,” said Nanny.
Greebo turned upon Granny Weatherwax a yellow-eyed stare of self-satisfied maevolence, such as cats
always reserve for people who don’t like them, and purred. Greebo was possibly the only cat who could

snigger in purr.

“Anyway,” said Nanny, “witches are supposed to like cats.”



“Not catslike him, they'renot.”

“You'rejust not acat person, Esme,” said Nanny, cuddling Greebo tightly.

Jason Ogg pulled Magrat aside.

“Our Gran read to me in the amanac where there' sal these fearsome wild beastsin foreign parts,” he
whispered. “Huge hairy thingsthat leap out on travellers, it said. I’ d hate to think what' d happen if they

legpt out on mum and Granny.”

Magrat looked up into hisbig red face.

“Y ou will see no harm comesto them, won't you,” said Jason.

“Don’t youworry,” she said, hoping that he needn’t. “I’ll do my best.”

Jason nodded. “ Only it said in the dmanac that some of them were nearly extinct anyway,” he said.

The sun was well up when the three witches spiralled into the sky. They had been delayed for awhile
because of the intractability of Granny Weatherwax’ s broomstick, the starting of which dwaysrequired a
great deal of galloping up and down. It never seemed to get the message until it was being shoved
through the air at afrantic running speed. Dwarf engineers everywhere had confessed themselves totally
mystified by it. They had replaced the stick and the bristles dozens of times.

When it rose, eventudly, it wasto achorus of cheers.

Thetiny kingdom of Lancre occupied little more than awide ledge cut into the Side of the Ramtop
mountains. Behind it, knife-edge peaks and dark winding valeys climbed into the massive backbone of

the centrd ranges.

In front, the land dropped abruptly to the Sto plains, a blue haze of woodlands, a broader expanse of
ocean and, somewherein the middle of it al, abrown smudge known as Ankh-Morpork.

A skylark sang, or a least started to sing. The risng point of Granny Westherwax’ s hat right underneath
it completely put it off the rhythm.

“l ain't going any higher,” shesaid.
“If we go high enough we might be able to see wherewe' re going,” said Magrat.
“You said you looked at Desiderata s maps,” said Granny.

“It looks different from up here, though,” said Magrat. “More. . . sticking up. But | think wego . . . that
weay.”

“You sure?’

Which was the wrong question to ask awitch. Especidly if the person doing the asking was Granny
Weatherwax.



“Pogtive,” said Magrat.

Nanny Ogg looked up at the high pesks.

“There salot of big mountainsthat way,” shesad.

They rosetier on tier, speckled with snow, trailing endless pennants of ice crystals high overhead.
No-one ski'd in the high Ramtops, at least for more than afew feet and a disappearing scream. No-one
ran up them wearing dirndls and singing. They were not nice mountains. They were the kind of mountains
where winters went for their summer holidays.

“There s passes and things through them,” said Magrat uncertainly.

“Boundto be,” said Nanny.

Y ou can usetwo mirrorslikethis, if you know the way of it: you set them so that they reflect each other.
For if images can stedl a bit of you, then images of images can amplify you, feeding you back on yoursdlf,
giving you powe. . .

And your image extends forever, in reflections of reflections of reflections, and every imageisthe same,
al the way around the curve of light.

Except that it is't.

Mirrors contain infinity.

Infinity contains more thingsthan you think.

Everything, for adart.

Including hunger.

Because there samillion billion images and only one soul to go around.

Mirrors give plenty, but they take away lots.

Mountains unfolded to revea more mountains. Clouds gathered, heavy and grey.

“I'm sure we' re going the right way,” said Magrat. Freezing rock stretched away. The witchesflew
adong amaze of twigty little canyons, dl dike.

“Yeah,” said Granny.
“Well, youwon't let mefly high enough,” said Magrat.

“It'sgoing to snow like blazesin aminute,” said Nanny Ogg.



It was early evening. Light wasdraining out of the high valeyslike custard.

“I thought . . . there’ d be villages and things,” said Magrat, “where we could buy interesting native
produce and seek shelter in rude huts.”

“Y ou wouldn’t even get trollsup here” said Granny.

The three broomsticks glided down into a bare valey, amere notch in the mountain Side.
“Andit’sbloody cold,” said Nanny Ogg. She grinned. “Why're they cdled rude huts, anyway?’
Granny Wesatherwax climbed off her broomstick and |ooked at the rocks around her. She picked up a
stone and sniffed it. She wandered over to aheap of scree that looked like any other heap of screeto
Magrat, and prodded it.

“Hmm,” shesad.

A few snow crystalslanded on her hat.

“Well, well,” shesaid.

“What' re you doing, Granny?’ said Magrat.

“Cogitatin’.”

Granny waked to the valley’ s steep Sde and strolled aong it, peering at the rock. Nanny Ogg joined
her.

“Up here?’ said Nanny.
“I reckon.”
“‘Sabit highfor ‘em, an'tit?

“Little devils get everywhere. Had one come up in my kitchen once,” said Granny.” “Following aseam”,
hesad.”

“They're buggersfor that,” said Nanny.

“Would you mind telling me,” said Magrat, “what you' re doing? What' s o interesting about hegps of
sones?’

The snow wasfaling faster now.

“They an't stones, they’ re poil,” said Granny. She reached aflat wall of ice-covered rock, no different
in Magrat’ s eyesfrom therock available in arange of easy-to-die-on sizes everywhere in the mountains,
and paused asif ligening.

Then she stood back, hit the rock sharply with her broomstick, and spake thudy:

“Open up, you little sods!”



Nanny Ogg kicked the rock. It made a hollow boom.
“There' s people catching their death of cold out herel” she added.

Nothing happened for awhile. Then a section of rock swung in afew inches. Magrat saw the glint of a
suspicious eye.

vy e’
“Dwarfs?’ said Magrat.

Granny Westherwax leaned down until her nose was level with the eye.

“My name,” shesad, “is Granny Weatherwax.”

She straightened up again, her face glowing with sdf-satisfaction.

“Who' sthat, then?’ said avoice from somewhere below the eye. Granny’ s expression froze.
Nanny Ogg nudged her partner.

“We mugt be more n fifty milesaway from home,” she said. “ They might not have heard of you in these

parts.”
Granny leaned down again. Accumulated snowflakes cascaded off her hat.

“l an’t blaming you,” shesaid, “but I know you' Il have aKing in there, so just you go and tell him
Granny Wesatherwax is here, will you?’

“He svery busy,” said the voice. “We vejust had a bit of trouble.”
“ThenI’m sure he don’'t want any more,” said Granny.
Theinvisible spesker gppeared to give this some congderation.

“We put writing on the door,” it said sulkily. “Ininvigblerunes. It' sredly expensive, getting proper
invisblerunesdone”

“I don’'t go around readin’ doors,” said Granny.

The speaker hesitated.

“Wesatherwax, did you say?’

“Yes. WithaW. Asin“witch”.”

The door dammed. When it was shut, there was barely avisible crack in the rock.

The snow wasfalling fast now. Granny Weatherwax jiggled up and down abit to keep warm.



“That' sforeignersfor you,” she said, to the frozen world in generd.
“I don't think you can cdl dwarfsforeigners,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Don't seewhy not,” said Granny. “A dwarf who livesalong way off has got to beforeign. That' s what
foreign means”

“Y eah? Funny to think of it like that,” said Nanny.

They watched the door, their breath forming threelittle cloudsin the darkening air. Magrat peered at the
stone door.

“I didn't seeany invisblerunes” shesaid.

“‘Corsenot,” said Nanny. “That’s* costhey'reinvishble.”

“Yeah,” said Granny Weatherwax. “Don’t be daft.”

The door siwvung open again.

“I spoketo theKing,” said the voice.

“Andwhat did he say?’ said Granny expectantly.

“Hesaid, “Oh, no! Not on top of everything else!™

Granny beamed. “| knew ‘ewould have heard of me,” she said.

In the same way that there are athousand Kings of the Gypsies, so there are athousand Kings of the
Dwarfs. The term means something like * senior engineer’. There aren't any Queens of the Dwarfs.
Dwarfs are very reticent about reveding their sex, which most of them don’t consider to be very

important compared to things like metallurgy and hydraulics.

Thisking was standing in the middle of acrowd of shouting miners. Helooked up at the witcheswith the
expresson of adrowning man looking at adrink of water.

“Areyou redly any good?’ hesad.
Nanny Ogg and Granny Weatherwax |ooked at one another.
“I think ‘€ stalking to you, Magrat,” said Granny.

“Only we'vehad abig fal in galery nine” said the King. “It looks bad. A very promising vein of
gold-bearing quartz isirretrievably trapped.”

One of the dwarfs beside him muttered something.

“Oh, yeah. And some of thelads,” said the King vaguely. “And then you turn up. So theway | ook &t it,
it'sprobably fate.”

Granny Westherwax shook the snow off her hat and looked around.



Shewasimpressed, despite hersdlf. Y ou didn’t often see proper dwarf halsthese days. Most dwarfs
were off earning big money in the cities down in the lowlands, where it was much easier to be adwarf -
for onething, you didn’t have to spend most of your time underground hitting your thumb with ahammer
and worrying about fluctuationsin the internationa metal markets. Lack of respect for tradition, that was
the trouble these days. And take trolls. There were moretrollsin Ankh-Morpork now than in the whole
mountain range. Granny Weetherwax had nothing againg trolls but she fdt indtinctively that if moretrolls
stopped wearing suits and walking upright, and went back to living under bridges and jumping out and
eating people as nature intended, then the world would be a happier place.

“You'd better show uswherethe problemis” she said. “Lots of rocks falen down, have they?’
“Pardon?’ said the King.

It' s often said that eskimos have fifty words for snow.

Thisisnot true.

It' salso said that dwarfs have two hundred words for rock.

They don’t. They have no wordsfor rock, in the same way that fish have no words for water. They do
have words for igneous rock, sedimentary rock, metamorphic rock, rock underfoot, rock dropping on
your helmet from above, and rock which looked interesting and which they could have sworn they left

here yesterday. But what they don’'t have isaword meaning ‘rock’. Show adwarf arock and he sees,
for example, aninferior piece of crystaline sulphite of barytes.

Or, inthis case, about two hundred tons of lowgrade shale. When the witches arrived at the disaster site
dozens of dwarfs were working feverishly to prop the cracked roof and cart away the debris. Some of
themwereintears.

“It' sterrible. . . terrible,” muttered one of them. “ A terrible thing.”
Magrat lent him her handkerchief. He blew hisnose noidly.

“Could mean abig dippage on the fault line and then we ve lost the whole seam,” he said, shaking his
head. Another dwarf patted him on the back.

“Look onthebright Sde,” he said. “We can dways drive a horizonta shaft off galery fifteen. We're
bound to pick it up again, don’t you worry.”

“Excuseme” said Magrat, “there are dwarfs behind al that stuff, are there?”

“Oh, yes,” sad the King. Histone suggested that thiswas merely aregrettable sde-effect of the disaster,
because getting fresh dwarfs was only amatter of time whereas decent gold-bearing rock was afinite
resource.

Granny Westherwax inspected the rockfdl critically.

“We shdl haveto have everyone out of here,” shesaid. “Thisisgoin’ to haveto be private.”

“I know how itis,” said the King. “ Craft secrets, | expect?’



“Something likethat,” said Granny.

The King shooed the other dwarfs out of the tunnd, leaving the witches donein the lantern light. A few
bits of rock fell out of the celling.

“Hmm,” said Granny.

“Y ou’ve gone and done it now,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Anything’ spossibleif you set your mind toit,” said Granny vaguely.

“Then you' d better set yours good and hard, Esme. If the Creator had meant us to shift rocks by
witchcraft, he wouldn't have invented shovels. Knowing when to use ashove iswhat being awitchisal
about. And put down that whedlbarrow, Magrat. Y ou don’t know nothing about machinery.”

“All right, then,” said Magrat. “Why don't we try the wand?’

Granny Weatherwax snorted. “ Hah! Here? Whoever heard of afairy godmother inamine?’

“If | was stuck behind aload of rocks under amountain I’d want to hear of one,” said Magrat hotly.

Nanny Ogg nodded. “ She' s got a point there, Esme. There' s no rule about where you fairy godmother.”
“I don't trust that wand,” said Granny. “1t looks wizardly to me.”

“Oh, comeon,” said Magrat, “generations of fairy godmothers have used it.”

Granny flung her handsintheair.

“All right, dl right, al right,” she snapped. “Go ahead! Make yoursdf look daft!”

Magrat took the wand out of her bag. She’ d been dreading this moment.

It was made of some sort of bone or ivory; Magrat hoped it wasn't ivory. There had been markingson it
once, but generations of plump fairy godmotherly hands had worn them amost smooth. Variousgold and
slver rings were set into the wand. Nowhere were there any ingtructions. Not so much asarune or asigil
anywhere on itslength indicated what you were supposed to do withiit.

“I think you' re supposed to waveit,” said Nanny Ogg. “I' m pretty sureit’s something like that.”

Granny Weatherwax folded her arms. “ That’ s not proper witching,” she said.

Magrat gave the wand an experimental wave. Nothing happened.

“Perhaps you have to say something?’ said Nanny.

Magrat looked panicky.

“What do fairy godmothers say?’ shewailed.



“Er,” said Nanny, “dunno.”

“Huh!” said Granny.

Nanny Ogg sighed. “Didn’'t Desderatatdl you anything?

“Nothing!”

Nanny shrugged.

“Just do your best, then,” she said.

Magrat stared at the pile of rocks. She shut her eyes. She took adeep breath. She tried to make her
mind a serene picture of cosmic harmony. It wasal very well for monksto go on about cosmic harmony,
she reflected, when they were nicdly tucked away on snowy mountains with only yetisto worry about.
They never tried seeking inner peace with Granny Westherwax glaring a them.

She waved the wand in avague way and tried to put pumpkins out of her mind.

She fdt the air move. She heard Nanny gasp.

She said, “Has anything happened?’

After awhile Nanny Ogg said, “Y eah. Sort of. | hope they’ re hungry, that’ sal.”

And Granny Weathenvax said, “ That' sfairy godmothering, isit?’

Magrat opened her eyes.

There was ill aheap, but it wasn't rock any more.

“There sa, wait for it, there sabit of asquash in here,” said Nanny.

Magrat opened her eyeswider.

“Still pumpkins?’

“Bit of asquash. Squash,” said Nanny, in case anyone hadn’t got it.

Thetop of the heap moved. A couple of small pumpkinsrolled down almost to Magrat’ sfeet, and a
small dwarfish face appeared in the hole.

It stared down at the witches.
Eventudly Nanny Ogg said, “Everything dl right?’

The dwarf nodded. Its attention kept turning to the pile of pumpkinsthat filled the tunnel from floor to
cdling.

“Er, yes” itsad. “Isdad there?’
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“TheKing.”
“Oh.” Nanny Ogg cupped her hands around her mouth and turned to face up the tunndl. “Hey, King!”

The dwarfs appeared. They looked at the pumpkins, too. The King stepped forward and stared up into
the face of his son.

“Everything dl right, son?’

“It' sdl right, dad. No faulting or anything.”

The King sagged with relief. Then, as an afterthought, he added, “Everyonedl right?’
“Fine, dad.”

“I was quite worried for atime there. Thought we might have hit a section of conglomerate or
something.”

“Just apatch of loose shae, dad.”

“Good.” The King looked at the heap again. He scratched his beard. “ Can't help noticing you seem to
have struck pumpkin.”

“I thought it was an odd kind of sandstone, dad.”

The King walked back to the witches.

“Can you turn anything into anything?” he said hopefully.

Nanny Ogg looked sideways at Magrat, who was still staring at the wand in asort of shock.

“I think we only do pumpkins at the moment,” she said cautioudly.

The King looked alittle disappointed.

“Wall, then,” he said, “if there’ sanything | can do for you ladies. . . acup of teaor something . . .”
Granny Westherwax stepped forward. “I was just thinking something like that mysdlf,” she said.
The King beamed.

“Only more expensive,” said Granny.

The King stopped beaming.

Nanny Ogg sidied up to Magrat, who was shaking the wand and staring at it.

“Very clever,” shewhigpered. “Why' d you think of pumpkins?’



“| didn't!”
“Don’'t you know how to work it?’
“No! | thought you just had to, you know, want something to happen!”

“There s probably moreto it than just wishing,” said Nanny, as sympatheticaly as possible. “There
genedly is”

Some time around dawn, in so far as dawn happened in the mines, the witcheswere led to ariver
somewhere deep in the mountains, where a couple of barges were moored. A small boat was pulled up
to astonejetty.

“This I take you right through the mountains” said the King. “I think it goes dl the way to Genua, to tell
thetruth.” Hetook alarge basket off an attendant dwarf. “ And we' ve packed you some lovely food,” he
sad.

“Arewegoing to go dl theway inaboat?’ said Magrat. She gave the wand afew surreptitious
flourishes. “I’'m not good at boats.”

“Ligten,” said Granny, climbing aboard, “theriver knowsitsway out of the mountains, whichismore
than we do. We can use the brooms later on, where the landscape' s acting abit more sensible.”

“And we can have abit of arest,” said Nanny, sitting back.

Magrat |ooked at the two older witches, who were making themsalves comfortablein the ernlikea
couple of hens sttling down on anest.

“Do you know how to row aboat?’ she said.

“Wedon't haveto,” said Granny.

Magrat nodded gloomily. Then atiny bit of self-assertion flashed afin.
“I don’'t think | do, too,” she ventured.

“That'sdl right,” said Nanny. “If we sees you doing anything wrong, we' |l be sureto tel you. Cheerio,
your kingship.”

Magrat sighed, and picked up the oars.
“Theflat bitsgo inthewater,” said Granny hepfully.

The dwarfswaved. The boat drifted out into midstream, moving dowly in acircle of lantern light. Magrat
found that al shereally had to do was keep it pointing the right way in the current.

She heard Nanny say: “Beats me why they’ re aways putting invisible runes on their doors. | mean, you
pays somewizard to put invisible runes on your door, and how do you know you’ ve got vaue for

money?

She heard Granny say: “No problem there. If you can't see ‘em, you know you' ve got proper invisible



runes.”

She heard Nanny say: “Ah, that’ d beit. Right, let’s see what we' ve got for lunch.” Therewasarustling
noise.

“Wel, well, wel.”

“What isit, Gytha?’

“Pumpkin.”

“Pumpkin what?’

“Pumpkin nothing. Just pumpkin pumpkin.”

“Wall, | suppose they’ve got alot of pumpkin,” said Magrat. “Y ou know how it isat the end of the
summer, there saways so much in the garden. I'm dways a my wits end to think of new types of

chutney and picklesto useitdl up - “

In the dim light she could see Granny’ s face which seemed to be suggesting that if Magrat was a her
wits end, it wasashort stroll.

“I,” said Granny, “have never made apicklein my life.”

“But you like pickles,” said Magrat. Witches and pickles went together like - she hesitated before the
stomach-curdling addition of peaches and cream, and mentally substituted ‘ things that went together very
well’. The sight of Nanny Ogg' s Single remaining tooth a work on apickled onion could bring tearsto
the eyes.

“I likes*emfine,” said Granny. “I gets‘em givento me.”

“You know,” said Nanny, investigating the recesses of the basket, “whenever | dealswith dwarfs, the
phrase“Duck’sarsg’” swims across my mind.”

“Mean little devils. Y ou should see the prices they triesto charge me when | takes my broom to be
repaired,” said Granny.

“Yes, but you never pay,” said Magrat.

“That’ snot the point,” said Granny Weatherwax. “They shouldn’t be alowed to charge that sort of
money. That'sthievin’, that is.”

“I don’'t see how it can bethieving if you don't pay anyway,” Magrat persisted.

“I never pay for anything,” said Granny. “People never let me pay. | can't help it if people givesme
things the whole time, can 1? When | walks down the street people are aways running out with cakes
they’ ve just baked, and fresh beer, and old clothesthat’ ve hardly been worn at all. “ Oh, Mistress
Weatherwax, pray take this basket of eggs’, they say. People are dways very kind. Treat peopleright
an' they’ll treat you right. That’ s respect. Not having to pay,” shefinished, sternly, “iswhat bein’ awitch
isdl about.”



“Here, what' sthis?” said Nanny, pulling out asmall packet. She unwrapped the paper and reveaded
severad hard brown discs.

“My word,” said Granny Weatherwax, “1 takeit dl back. That's the famous dwarf bread, that is. They
don't givethat to just anyone.”

Nanny tapped it on the edge of the boat. It made anoise very similar to the kind of noise you get when a
wooden ruler is held over the edge of adesk and plucked; a sort of hollow boioioing sound.

“They say it never goes sale even if you Soresit for years,” sad Granny.

“It’d keep you going for days and days,” said Nanny Ogg-

Magrat reached across, took one of the flat loaves, tried to bresk it, and gave up.
“You're supposed to eat it?’ shesaid.

“Oh, I don't think it'sfor eating,” said Nanny. “It’smore for sort of - “

“ - keegping you going,” said Granny. “They say that - “

She stopped.

Above the noise of the river and the occasiona drip of water from the ceiling they could dl hear, now,
the steady dosh-dosh of another craft heading towards them.

“Someone sfollowing ud” hissed Magrat.

Two pale glows appeared at the edge of the lamplight. Eventudly they turned out to bethe eyesof a
small grey creature, vaguely froglike, paddling towardsthem on alog.

It reached the boat. Long clammy fingers grabbed the side, and alugubrious face rose level with Nanny
Ogg's

““ulloy it sid. “It sssmy birthday.”

All three of them stared at it for awhile. Then Granny Weatherwax picked up an oar and hit it firmly
over the head. Therewas asplash, and adistant cursing.

“Horriblelittle bugger,” said Granny, asthey rowed on. “Looked like atroublemaker to me.”
“Yeah,” said Nanny Ogg. “It' sthe dimy ones you have to watch out for.”
“I wonder what he wanted?’ said Magrat.

After hdf an hour the boat drifted out through a cave mouth and into a narrow gorge between cliffs. Ice
glistened on the walls, and there were drifts of snow on some of the outcrops.

Nanny Ogg looked around guildlesdy, and then fumbled somewhere in the depths of her many skirtsand
produced asmdll bottle. There was aglugging noise.



“I bet there' safine echo here,” she said, after awhile.
“Ohnoyoudon't,” said Granny firmly.

“Don’'t what?’

“Don’'t sing That Song.”

“Pardon, Esme?’

“l an'tgoing,” said Granny, “if you ingstson singing That Song.”
“What song would that be?’ said Nanny innocently.

“Y ou know the song to whom | am referring,” said Granny icily. “Y ou aways get drunk and let me
downand sngit.”

“Can't recdl any song likethat, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg meekly.

“Theone,” said Granny, “about the rodent that can’t -that can’t ever be persuaded to care about
anything.”

“Oh,” said Nanny, beaming as light dawned, “you mean The Hedgehog Can Never Be Bugg- “
“That’ sthe onel”
“Butit'straditiond,” said Nanny. “Anyway, in foreign parts people won't know what the words mean.”

“They will theway you sngsthem,” said Granny. “The way you sings them, creatureswhat lives on the
bottoms of ponds d know what they mean.”

Magrat |ooked over the side of the boat. Here and there the ripples were edged with white. The current
was running a bit faster, and there were lumps of iceinit.

“It'sonly afolk song, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Hah!” said Granny Weatherwax. “I should just say it isafolk song! | knowsdl about folk songs. Hah!
Y ou think you're listenin’ to anice song about . . . about cuckoos and fiddlers and nightingales and
whatnot, and then it turns out to be about . . . about something else entirely,” she added darkly. “Y ou
can't trust folk songs. They aways snesk up on you.”

Magrat fended them off arock. An eddy spun them around dowly.

“I know one about two little bluebirds,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Um,” said Magrat.

“They may start out by being bluebirds, but | bet they ends up some kind of mettyfor,” said Granny.

“Er, Granny,” said Magrat.



“It was bad enough Magrat telling me about maypoles and what' s behind ‘em,” said Granny. She
added, wistfully, “I used to enjoy looking a a maypole of aspring morning.”

“I think theriver' s getting abit sort of rough,” said Magrat.

“I don’'t seewhy people can’t just let thingsbe,” said Granny.

“I mean redly quiterough, redly . ..” said Magrat, pushing them away from ajagged rock.
“She’ sright, you know,” said Nanny Ogg. “It’ sabit on the choppy side.”

Granny looked over Magrat’ s shoulder at the river ahead. It had a cut-off ook, such as might be

associated with, for example, an imminent waterfall. The boat was now surging along. There was a muted
roar.

“They never said anything about awaterfdl,” she said.

“1 “ gpect they thought we' d find out for oursalves,” said Nanny Ogg, gathering up her possessionsand
hauling Greebo out of the bottom of the boat by the scruff of hisneck. “Very sparin’ with information,
your average dwarf. Thank goodness witchesfloat. Anyway, they knew we' d got the brooms.”

“You've got brooms,” said Granny Weatherwax. “How’m | supposed to get mine started in aboat?
Can’t run up and down, can 1? And stop movin’ about likethat, you'll have usdl over - “

“Get your foot out of the way, Esme- *

The boat rocked violently.

Magrat rose to the occasion. She pulled out the wand, just as awavelet washed over the boat.
“Don’t worry,” shesaid, “I'll usethewand. | think I’ ve got the hang of it now -

“No!” screamed Granny Weatherwax and Nanny Ogg together.

There was alarge, damp noise. The boat changed shape. It aso changed colour. It became a cheery
sort of orange.

“Pumpking!” screamed Nanny Ogg, as she was gently tipped into the water. “More bloody pumpking!”

Lilith sat back. Theice around the river hadn’t been that good asamirror, but it had been good enough.
Well. A wishy-washy overgrown girl more suitable to the attentions of afairy godmother than to being

one, and alittle old washerwoman-type who got drunk and sang songs. And awand the stupid girl didn’t
know how to use.

It was annoying. More than that, it was demeaning. Surely Desiderataand Mrs Gogol could have
achieved something better than this. Y ou derived status by the strength of your enemies.

Of course, therewas her. After dl thistime. . .



Of course. She approved of that. Because there would have to be three of them. Threewasan
important number for stories. Three wishes, three princes, three billy goats, three guesses. . . three
witches. The maiden, the mother and the. . . other one. That was one of the oldest stories of dl.

Esme Weatherwax had never understood stories. She' d never understood how red reflectionswere. If
she had, she' d probably have been ruling the world by now.

“You'readwayslooking in mirrorsl” said apetulant voice. “1 hate it when you' re dwayslooking in
mirrord”

The Duc sprawled in achair in one corner, al black silk and well-turned legs. Lilith would not normaly
alow anyoneingdethe nest of mirrorsbut it was, technically, his castle. Besides, hewastoo vain and
stupid to know what was going on. She' d seen to that. At least, she’ d thought she had. Lately, he
seemed to be picking things up. . .

“| don't know why you haveto do that,” he whined. “I thought magic was just amatter of pointing and
going whoosh.”

Lilith picked up her hat, and glanced at amirror as she adjusted it.

“Thisway'ssafer,” shesaid. “It' s salf-contained. When you use mirror magic, you don't haveto rely on
anyone except yoursdlf. That’ swhy no-one' s ever conquered the world with magic. . . yet. They try to
takeit from. . . other places. And there’ saways a price. But with mirrors, you' re beholden to no-one
but your own soul.”

Shelowered the vell from the hat brim. She preferred the privacy of avelil, outside the security of the
mirrors.

“I hate mirrors,” muttered the Duc.

“That's because they tell you the truth, my lad.”

“It'scrud magic, then.”

Lilith tweeked the vell into afetching shape.

“Oh, yes. With mirrors, al the power isyour own. There' snowhere elseit can come from,” she said.
“The sivamp woman getsit from the swamp,” said the Duc.

“Hal Andit'll claim her one day. She doesn't understand what she’ sdoing.”

“And you do?’

Shefdt apang of pride. He was actually resenting her! She redlly had done agood job there.

“I understand stories,” shesaid. “That'sdl | need.”

“But you haven't brought methe girl,” said the Duc. *Y ou promised methegirl. And thenit’ll bedl over
and | candeepinarea bed and | won't need any more reflecting magic —*



But even agood job can go too far.

“You've had your fill of magic?’ said Lilith sweetly. “You' d like me to stop? It would be the easiest thing
intheworld. | found you in the gutter. Would you like me to send you back?’

His face became a mask of panic.

“I didn’'t mean that! | just meant . . . well, then everything will bereal. Just onekiss, you said. | can't see
why that’ s so hard to arrange.”

“Theright kissat theright time,” said Lilith. “It hasto be at theright time, otherwiseit won't work.” She
amiled. Hewastrembling, partly out of lust, mainly out of terror, and dightly out of heredity.

“Don’'t worry,” shesaid. “It can’t not happen.”
“ And these witches you showed me?’

“They'rejust . . . part of the story. Don't worry about them. The story will just absorb them. And you'll
get her because of stories. Won't that be nice? And now . . . shall we go? | expect you' ve got some
ruling to do?’

He picked up theinflexion. It was an order. He stood up, extended an arm to take hers, and together
they went down to the palace' s audience chamber.

Lilith was proud of the Duc. Of course, there was his embarrassing little nocturnal problem, because his
morphic field weakened when he dept, but that wasn't yet amgjor difficulty. And there wasthe trouble
with mirrors, which showed him ashereally was, but that was easily overcome by banning al mirrors
save hers. And then there were his eyes. She couldn’t do anything about the eyes. There was practically
no magic that could do anything about someone’ s eyes. All she had been able to come up with there
were the smoked glasses.

Even s0, he was atriumph. And he was so grateful. She' d been good for him.

She' d made aman of him, for astart.

Some way downriver from the waterfal, which was the second highest anywhere on the Disc and had
been discovered in the Y ear of the Revolving Crab by the noted explorer Guy de Y oyo, Granny
Wesatherwax sat in front of asmdl firewith atowel around her shoulders and steamed.

“Stll, look on the bright side,” said Nanny Ogg. “At least | was holding my broom and you at the same
time. And Magrat had hers. Otherwise we d dl be looking at the waterfal from underneath.”

“Oh, good. A dlver lining,” said Granny, her eyesglinting evilly.

“Bit of an adventure, redly,” said Nanny, grinning encouragingly. “One day we I ook back on thisand
laugh.”

“Oh, good,” said Granny.



Nanny dabbed at the claw marks on her arm. Greebo, with acat’ strue instinct for self-preservation, had
clawed hisway up his mistress and taken aflying legp to safety from the top of her head. Now he was
curled up by thefire, dreaming cat dreams.

A shadow passed over them. It was Magrat, who had been combing the riverbanks.
“I think I’ ve got nearly everything,” she said as she landed. " Here' s Granny’ s broomstick. And. . .oh,

yes. . .thewand.” She gave abravelittle smile. “ Little pumpkins were bobbing to the surface. That’s how
| foundit.”

“My word, that was lucky,” said Nanny Ogg encouragingly. “Hear that, Esme? We shan’t be wanting
for food, at any rate.”

“And I’ve found the basket with the dwarf bread init,” said Magrat, “adthough I'm afraid it might be
spoailt.”

“Itwon't be, takeit fromme,” said Nanny Ogg. “Y ou can't spoil dwarf bread. Well, well,” she said,
gtting down again. “We ve got quite alittle picnic, haven't we. . . and anice bright fireand . . . and a
niceplacetostand. .. I’'m surethere slots of poor peoplein places like Howondaand and suchlike
who'd give anything to be hereright now . . .”

“If you don't stop being so chearful, Gytha Ogg, | shal give you such ading around the ear with the flat
of my hand,” said Granny Wesatherwax.

“Y ou sure you' re not catching achill’?” sadd Nanny Ogg.

“I'mdryin’ out,” said Granny Weatherwax, “from theinsde.”

“Look, I'mredly sorry,” said Magrat. “I said | was sorry.”

Not that she was quite certain what for, shetold herself. The boat wasn't her idea. She hadn't put the
waterfal there. She hadn’t even been in aposition to seeit coming. She'd turned the boat into a
pumpkin, but she hadn’t meant to. It could have happened to anyone.

“1 managed to save Desiderata s notebooks, too,” she said.

“Wdll, that' sablessing,” said Nanny Ogg. “Now we know wherewe' relost.”

She looked around. They were through the worst of the mountains, but there were still peaks around
and high meadows stretching to the snowline. From somewhere in the distance came the clonking of goat

bdls

Magrat unfolded a map. It was creased, damp, and the pencil had run. She pointed cautioudy to a
smudged area.

“1 think we'rehere,” she said.

“My word,” said Nanny Ogg, whose grasp of the principles of cartography was even shakier than
Granny’s. “Amazing how we can dl fit on that little bit of paper.”



“I think perhapsit would be agood idea at the moment if we just followed theriver,” said Magrat.
“Without in any way going onit,” she added quickly.

“| suppose you didn’t find my bag?’ said Granny Weatherwax. “It had pers nd itemsin.”
“Probably sank likeastone,” said Nanny Ogg.
Granny Weatherwax stood up like agenera who'sjust had newsthat his army has come second.

“Comeon,” shesad. “Whereto next, then?’

What was next wasforest - dark and ferocioudy coniferous. The witchesflew over it in sllence. There
were occasiond, isolated cottages haf-hidden in the trees. Here and there a crag loomed over the
sylvanian gloom, shrouded in mist even in mid-afternoon. Once or twicethey flew past cadlles, if thet's
what you could cdl them; they didn’t ook built, more extruded from the landscape.

It was the kind of landscape that had a particular type of story attached to it, featuring wolves and garlic
and frightened women. A dark and thirsty story, astory that flapped wings against themoon.. . .

“Der flabberghast,” muttered Nanny.

“What'sthat?’ said Magrat.

“It' sforeign for bat.”

“I'vedwaysliked bats,” sad Magrat. “In generd.”

The witchesfound that, by unspoken agreement, they were flying closer together.

“I"'m getting hungry,” said Granny Weetherwax. “ And don’t no-one mention pumpkin.”
“There' sdwarf bread,” said Nanny.

“There sawaysthe dwarf bread,” said Granny. “| fancy something cooked thisyear, thank you dl the
same”

They flew past another castle, occupying the entire summit of acrag.

“What we need isanicelittle town or something,” said Magrat.

“But the one down there will haveto do,” said Granny.

They looked down at it. It wasn't so much atown asahuddle of houses, clustering together against the
trees. It looked as cheerless as an empty hearth, but the shadows of the mountains were already
Speeding across the forest and something about the landscape tacitly discouraged night-time flying.
“Can’t see many people about,” said Granny.

“Maybethey turnin early in these parts,” said Nanny Ogg.

“It'shardly even sunset,” said Magrat. “ Perhaps we ought to go up to that castle?”’



They dl looked at the castle.
“No-0-0,” said Granny dowly, spesking for al of them. “We know our place.”

So they landed, instead, in what was presumably the town square. A dog barked, somewhere behind
the buildings. A shutter banged closed.

“Very friendly,” said Granny. Shewaked over to alarger building that had asign, unreadable under the
grime, over the door. She gave the woodwork a couple of thumps.

“Openup!” shesad.

“No, no, you don't say that,” said Magrat. She shouldered her way past, and tapped on the door.
“Excuse me! Bonafidetravellerd”

“Bonawhat?’ said Nanny.

“That’ swhat you need to say,” said Magrat. “ Any inn has got to open up for bonafide travellersand
give them succour.”

“Hasit?’ said Nanny, with interest. “That soundslike athing worth knowing.”
The door remained shut.

“Let me‘aveago,” said Nanny. “1 know someforeign lingo.”

She hammered on the door.

“Openny vous, gungadin, chop-chop, pretty damn quick,” she said.

Granny Westherwax listened carefully.

“That' s gpesking foreign, isit?’

“My grandson Shaneisasailor,” said Nanny Ogg. “Y ou’ d be amazed, the words he learns about
foreign parts”

“I expects| would,” said Granny. “And | ‘ opesthey works better for him.”
She thumped on the door again. And thistime it opened, very dowly. A pae face peered around it.
“Excuseme-“ Magrat began.

Granny pushed the door open. The face' s owner had been leaning on it; they could hear the scrape of
his boots over the floor as he was shoved gently backwards.

“Blessingsbeonthishouse,” Granny said, perfunctorily. It was dways a good opening remark for a
witch. It concentrated people s minds on what other things might be on this house, and reminded them
about any fresh cakes, newly-baked bread or bundles of useful old clothing that might have temporarily

escaped their minds.



It looked like one of the other things had been on this house dready.

It was an inn, of sorts. The three witches had never seen such acheerless placein their lives. But it was
quite crowded. A score or more pale-faced people watched them solemnly from benches around the
wadls

Nanny Ogg sniffed.

“Cor,” shesad. “Talk about garlic!” And, indeed, bunches of it hung from every beam. “Y ou can't have
too much garlic, | dwayssay. | can seel’mgoingtolikeit here.”

She nodded to awhite-faced man behind the bar.

“Gooden day, big-feller mine host! Trois beers pour favour avec us, slver plate.”
“What' sasilver plate got to do with it?” demanded Granny.

“It' sforeignfor please,” said Nanny.

“I betitisn't redly,” said Granny. “You'rejust making it up asyou goesdong.”

The innkeeper, who worked on the fairly smple principle that anyone waking through the door wanted
something to drink, drew three beers.

“See?’ sad Nanny, triumphantly.

“| don't likethe way everyon€e slooking at us,” said Magrat, as Nanny babbled on to the perplexed man
in her very own esperanto. “A man over there grinned at me.”

Granny Weatherwax sat down on abench, endeavouring to position herself so that as small an amount
of her body as possible wasin contact with the wood, in case being foreign was something you could
catch.

“There,” said Nanny, bustling up with atray, “nothing toiit. | just cussed at him until he understood.”

“It looks horrible,” said Granny.

“Garlic sausage and garlic bread,” said Nanny. “My favourite.”

“Y ou ought to have got some fresh vegetables,” said Magrat the dietitian.

“I did. Thereé ssome garlic,” said Nanny happily, cutting agenerous dice of eye-watering sausage. “And
| think | definitely saw something like pickled onions on one of the shelves.”

“Y es? Then we' re going to need at least two roomsfor tonight,” said Granny sternly.
“Three,” said Magrat, very quickly.

Sherisked another look around the room. The slent villagers were saring at them intently, with alook
she could only describe to herself asasort of hopeful sadness. Of course, anyone who spent much time



in the company of Granny Weatherwax and Nanny Ogg got used to being stared at; they were the kind
of peoplethat filled every space from edge to edge. And probably people in these parts didn’t often see
strangers, what with the thick forests and al. And the sight of Nanny Ogg egting a sausage with extreme
gusto would even outrank her pickled onion number as mgor entertainment anywhere.

Evenso...theway peoplewerestaring . . .

Outside, deep in the trees, awolf howled.

The assembled villagers shivered in unison, as though they had been practisng. The landlord muttered
something to them. They got up, reluctantly, and filed out of the door, trying to keep together. Anold

lady laid her hand on Magrat’ s shoulder for amoment, shook her head sadly, sighed, and then scuttled
away. But Magrat was used to this, too. People often felt sorry for her when they saw her in Granny’s

company.
Eventudly thelandlord lurched across to them with alighted torch, and motioned them to follow him.
“How did you make him understand about the beds?’ said Magrat.

“I sad, “Hey miger, jiggig toot sweet dl sameNo. 3”,” said Nanny Ogg.

Granny Weatherwax tried this under her breath, and nodded.

“Y our lad Shane certainly gets around a bit, doesn’t he,” she remarked.

“Hesaysit worksevery time,” said Nanny Ogg.

In fact there were only two rooms, up along, winding and creaky stairway. And Magrat got oneto
herself. Even the landlord seemed to want it that way. He d been very attentive.

She wished he hadn’t been so keen to bar the shutters, though. Magrat liked to deep with awindow
open. Asit was, it wastoo dark and stuffy.

Anyway, shethought, | am thefairy godmother. The others are just accompanying me.

She peered hopelesdy at herself in the room'’ stiny cracked mirror and then lay and listened to them on
thefar sde of the paper-thinwall.

“What' re you turning the mirror to the wall for, Esme?’

“I just don't like*em, staring like that.”

“They only saresif you're saring a ‘em, Esme.”

Silence, and then: “Eh, what' sthisround thing for, then?’

“I reckon it’s supposed to be a pillow, Esme.”

“Hah! | don't call it apillow. And there’ s no proper blankets, even. What' d you say thisthing' s caled?’

“ think it'scdled aduvit, Esme”



“We cdl them an eiderdown where | come from. Hah!”
There was arespite. Then:

“Have you brushed your tooth?’

And another pause. Then:

“Oo, you haven't haf got cold feet, Esme.”

“No, they ain't. They’relovely and snug.”

And another slence. Then:

“Boots! Y our boots! Y ou've got your boots on!”

“I should just think | “ ave got my boots on, Gytha Ogg.”
“And your clothes! Y ou haven't even undressed!”
“You can't betoo careful inforeign parts. There could be al sorts out there, a-creepin’ around.”

Magrat snuggled under the - what wasit? - duvit, and turned over. Granny Westherwax appeared to
need one hour’ s deep anight, whereas Nanny Ogg would snore on afencerail.

“Gytha? Gythal GY THA!”

“Wha?’

“Areyou avake?’

“‘Mnow..."

“I keep ‘earing anoisel”
“...s0dol...

Magrat dozed for awhile.

“Gytha? GYTHA!”

“...wha now?...”

“I'm sure someone rattled our shutters!”
“...notatourtimeof life...now g backt deg'...”

Theair in the room was getting hotter and stuffier by the minute. Magrat got out of bed, unbolted the
shutters and flung them back dramatically.



Therewasagrunt, and adistant thud of something hitting the ground.

The full moon streamed in. Shefet alot better for that, and got back into bed.

It seemed no time at al before the voice from next door woke her again.

“Gytha Ogg, what are you doing?’

“I'm *aving asnack.”

“Can'tyou deep?’

“Just can't seem to be able to get off, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg. “ Can’'t imagine why.”

“Here, that' s garlic sausage you' re egting! I’ m actudly sharing a bed with someone eating garlic
sausage.”

“Hey, that’smine! Giveit back - “

Magrat was aware of booted footstepsin the pit of the night, and the sound of a shutter being svung
back in the next room.

She thought she heard afaint ‘ oof and another muted thud.
“I thought you liked garlic, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg's resentful voice.

“Sausageisall right initsplace, and its place ain’'t in bed. And don’t you say aword. Now move over.
Y ou keep taking al the duvit.”

After awhile the velvet silence was broken by Granny’ s deep and resonant snore. Shortly afterwards it
was joined by the gented snoring of Nanny, who had spent far more time deeping in company than
Granny and had evolved amore accommodating nasal orchestra. Granny’ s snore would have cut logs.

Magrat folded the horrible round hard pillow over her ears and burrowed under the bedclothes.

Somewhere on the chilly ground, avery large bat wastrying to get airborne again. It had aready been
stunned twice, once by a carelessy opened shutter and once by abdlistic garlic sausage, and wasn't
feeling very well a al. One more setback, it was thinking, and it’s back off to the castle. Besides, it'd be
sunrise soon.

Itsred eyes glinted asit looked up at Magrat’ s open window. It tensed -

A paw landed onit.

The bat |ooked around.

Greebo had not had avery good night. He had investigated the whole place with regard to female cats,
and found none. He had prowled among the middens, and drawn ablank. Peoplein thistown didn’t
throw the garbage away. They ateit.

He d trotted into the woods and found some wolves and had sat and grinned at them until they got



uncomfortable and went away.
Y es, it had been avery uneventful night. Until now.

The bat squirmed under his claw. It seemed to Greebo’ ssmall cat brain that it wastrying to changeits
shape, and he wasn't having any of that from amouse with wings on.

Especialy now, when he had someoneto play with.

Genuawas afairytae city. People smiled and were joyful the livelong day. Especidly if they wanted to
see another livelong day.

Lilith made certain of that. Of course, people had probably thought they were happy in the days before
she'd seento it that the Duc replaced the old Baron, but it was arandom, untidy happiness, which was
why it was so easy for her to movein.

But it wasn't away of life. There was no patterntoiit.

One day they’ d thank her.

Of course, there were dways afew difficult ones. Sometimes, people just didn’t know how to act. You
did your best for them, you ruled their city properly, you ensured that their lives were worthwhile and full
of happiness every hour of the day and then, for no reason at al, they turned on you.

Guards lined the audience chamber. And there was an audience. Technicaly, of course, it wasthe ruler
who gave the audience, but Lilith liked to see people watching. One pennyworth of example wasworth a
pound of punishment.

Therewasn't alot of crimein Genuathese days. At least, not what would be considered crime
elsawhere. Thingslike theft were easly dedt with and hardly required any kind of judicia process. Far
more important, in Lilith’ sbook, were crimes againgt narrative expectation. People didn’t seem to know
how they should behave.

Lilith hedd amirror up to Life, and chopped al the bits off Lifethat didn’t fit. . .

The Duc lounged bonelessly on histhrone, one leg dangling over the armrest. He' d never got the hang of
chairs.

“And what hasthis one done?’ he said, and yawned. Opening his mouth wide was something he was
good &, at leadt.

A little old man cowered between two guards.

There' saways someone willing to be aguard, even in placeslike Genua. Besides, you got aredly smart
uniform, with blue trousers and ared coat and a high black hat with acockadeinit.

“Butl...l can't whistle,” quavered theold man. “I. .. | didn’t know it was compulsory . . .”

“But you are atoymaker,” said the Duc. “ Toymakers whistle and sing the whole day long.” He glanced



at Lilith. She nodded.

“I don't know any . . . ssongs,” said the toymaker. “I never got taught s—songs. Just how to make
toys. | was ‘prenticed at making toys. Seven years before the little hammer, manand boy . . .”

“It sayshere” said the Duc, making a creditable impersonation of someone reading the charge sheet in
front of him, “that you don’t tell the children Sories”

“No-one ever told me about telling . . . sstories,” said the toymaker. “L ook, | just maketoys. Toys.
That'sdl I’'m good at. Toys. | make good t-toys. I’'m just at-toymaker.”

“Y ou can't be agood toymaker if you don't tell storiesto the children,” said Lilith, leaning forward.

The toymaker looked up at the velled face.

“Don’t know any,” he said.

“You don't know any?

“I could t-tell *em how to maketoys,” the old man quavered.

Lilith sat back. It wasimpossible to see her expression under the veil.

“I think it would be agood ideaif the People' s Guards here took you away,” she said, “to aplace
where you will certainly learnto sing. And possibly, after awhile, you might even whistle. Won't that be
nice?’

The old Baron' s dungeons had been disgusting. Lilith had had them repainted and refurnished. With alot
of mirrors.

When the audience was over one member of the crowd dipped out through the palace kitchens. The
guardson the Sde gate didn’t try to stop her. She was avery important person in the small compass of
their lives.

“Hello, Mrs Pleasant.”

She stopped, reached into her basket and produced a couple of roast chicken legs.

“Judt tryin” anew peanut coating,” she said. “Would value your opinions, boys.”

They took them gratefully. Everyone liked to see Mrs Pleasant. She could do things with achicken that
would amost makeit glad it had been killed.

“And now I’m just going out to get some herbs,” she said.

They watched her as she went like afat, determined arrow in the direction of the market place, which
was right on the edge of theriver. Then they ate the chicken legs.

Mrs Pleasant bustled among the market stdls; and shetook great care to bustle. Even in Genuathere
were dways people ready to tell atae. Especialy in Genua. She was a cook, so she bustled. And made
sure she stayed fat and was, fortunately, naturaly jolly. She made sure she had floury arms at al times. If



shefdt under suspicion, she'd say thingslike‘Lawks!” She seemed to be getting away with it so far.

Shelooked for the sign. And there it was. Perched up on die roof pole of astall that was otherwise
stacked with cages of hens, gazoots, Wheely cranes and other fowl, was a black cockerdl. The voodoo
doctor was In.

Even as her eyefound it the cockerdl’ s head turned to look at her.

Set alittle way back from the rest of the stallswasasmall tent, smilar to many around the market. A
cauldron bubbled in front of it on acharcod fire. There were bowls besideit, and aladle, and beside
them a plate with coinson it. There were quite alot of coins; people paid for Mrs Gogol’ s cooking
whatever they thought it was worth, and the plate was hardly big enough.

Thethick liquid in the cauldron was an unappetizing brown. Mrs Pleasant hel ped hersdlf to abowlful,
and waited. Mrs Gogol had certain talents.

After awhile avoicefrom thetent said, “What' s new, Mrs Pleasant?’

“She' s shut up the toymaker,” said Mrs Pleasant, to the air in generd. “ And yesterday it wasold
Devereaux the innkeeper for not being fat and not having abig red face. That’ s four times this month.”

“You comein, Mrs Pleasant.”

It was dark and hot inside the tent. There was another firein there, and another pot. Mrs Gogol was
hunched over it, stirring. She motioned the cook to a pair of bellows.

“Blow up the codsatad, and we' || seewhat’ swhat,” she said.

Mrs Pleasant obeyed. She didn’t use magic herself, other than that necessary to get aroux to turn or
bread to rise, but she respected it in others. Especialy in thelikes of Mrs Gogol.

The charcoal blazed white. Thethick liquid in the pot began to churn. Mrs Gogol peered into the steam.
“What' re you doing, Mrs Gogol?’ said the cook anxioudly.

“Trying to seewhat’sgoin’ to happen,” said the voodoo woman. The voice dropped into the rolling
growl of the psychically gifted.

Mrs Pleasant squinted into the roiling mass.

“Someone sgoing to be eatin’ shrimp?’ she said helpfully.

“Ye seethat bit of okra?’ said Mrs Gogol. “Y e see the way the crab legs keep coming up just there?’
“Y ou never were one to stint the crab mest,” said Mrs Pleasant.

“ See the way the bubblesis so thick by the okuh leaves? Seethe way it al spirds around that purple
onion?’

“| seeit! | seeit!” sad Mrs Pleasant.



“And you know what that means?’

“Meansit’ sgoing to taste red tesme[?|!”

“Sure,” said Mrs Gogol, kindly. “ And it means some peopl€ s coming.”
“Wow! How many?’

Mrs Gogol dipped a spoon into the seething mass and tasted it.

“Three people,” she said. She smacked her lips thoughtfully. “Women.”
She dipped the spoon again.

“Haveataste,” shesaid. “ Ther€ sacat, too. Y e can tel by the sassafras.” She smacked her lips. “ Grey.
Oneeye”

She explored the cavity of atooth with her tongue. “The. . . left one.”

Mrs Pleasant’ s jaw dropped.

“They’ll find you before they find me,” said Mrs Gogol. “You lead ‘em here”

Mrs Pleasant stared at Mrs Gogol’ s grim smile and then back down at the mixture in the pot.
“They coming dl thisway for ataste?’ shesad.

“Sure.” Mrs Gogol sat back. “Y ou been to see the girl in the white house?’

Mrs Pleasant nodded. “Y oung Embers,” she said. “Y eah. When | can. When the Sisters are out at the
palace. They got her real scared, Mrs Gogol.”

She looked down at the pot again, and back up to Mrs Gogal.
“Canyouredly see- 7
“| expect you' ve got things to marinate?’” said Mrs Gogol.

“Yeah. Yeah.” Mrs Pleasant backed out, but with reluctance. Then she halted. Mrs Pleasant, at re<t,
was not easly moved again until she wanted to be.

“That Lilith woman says she can seethewholeworld in mirrors” she said, in dightly accusng tones.
Mrs Gogol shook her head.

“All anyone getsinamirror isthemsdves,” she said. “But what you getsin agood gumbo is everything.”
Mrs Pleasant nodded. This was awell-known fact. She couldn’t disputeit.

Mrs Gogol shook her head sadly when the cook had gone. A voodoo woman was reduced to al sorts
of stratagemsin order to appear knowing, but shefdt dightly ashamed of letting an honest woman



believe that she could seethe futurein apot of gumbo. Because dl you could seein apot of Mrs
Gogol’ sgumbo was that the future certainly contained avery good med.

She'dredly seen it in abowl of jambalaya she' d prepared earlier.

Magrat lay with the wand under her pillow. She wobbled gently between deep and wakefulness.

Certainly she wasthe best person for the wand. There was no doubt about that. Sometimes - and she
hardly dared give the thought headroom, when she was under the same roof as Granny Westherwax -
sheredly wondered about the others' commitment to witcheraft. Half thetime they didn’t seemto
bother.

Take medicine, for example. Magrat knew she was much better than them at herbs. She' d inherited
severa large books on the subject from Goodie Whemper, her predecessor in the cottage, and had
essayed afew tentative notes of her own aswell. She could tell people things about the uses of Devil’s
Bit Scabious that would interest them so much they’ d rush off, presumably to look for someone eseto
tell. She could fractiondly distil, and double-distil, and do things that meant Sitting up al night watching
the colour of the flame under the retort. She worked at it.

Whereas Nanny just tended to put a hot poultice on everything and recommend alarge glass of
whatever the patient liked best on the basis that since you were going to beill anyway you might aswell
get some enjoyment out of it. (Magrat forbade her patients acohol, because of what it did to the liver; if
they didn’'t know what it did to the liver, she spent some timetelling them.)

And Granny . . . shejust gave people a bottle of coloured water and told them they felt alot better.
And what was s0 annoying was that they often did.

Where was the witchcraft in that?

With awand, though, things could be different. Y ou could help people alot with awand. Magic was
there to makelife better. Magrat knew thisin the pink fluttering boudoir of her heart.

She dipped under the surface of deep again.

And there was an odd dream. She never mentioned it to anyone afterwards because, well, you didn't.
Not thingslike tht.

But she thought she’ d got up in the night, awakened by the silence, to get some more air. And as she
passed the mirror she saw amovement init.

It wasn't her face. It looked alot like Granny Wesather-wax. It smiled a her - amuch nicer and friendlier
smile than she' d ever got from Granny, Magrat recaled - and then vanished, the cloudy slver surface
closng over it.

She hurried back to bed and awoke to the sound of a brass band, engaged in unrelenting oompah.
People were shouting and laughing.

Magrat got dressed quickly, went out into the corridor, and knocked on the door of the older witches.



There was no reply. Shetried the handle.

After she'd rattled it a couple of times there was athump asthe chair wedged under the handle on the
other side, the better to deter ravishers, burglars and other nocturnal intruders, fell over.

Granny Wesatherwax' s boots protruded from under the covers at one end of the bed. Nanny Ogg’ s bare
feet, Nanny being something of a night-time revolver, were beside them. Faint snoresrattled the jug on
the washbasin; these were no longer the full-nosed roars of aquick forty-winks catnapper, but the
well-paced growls of someone who intendsto make anight of it.

Magrat knocked on the sole of Granny’ s boot.

“Hey, wake up! Something’ sgoing on.”

Granny Weather-wax waking up was quite an impressive sight, and one not seen by many people.

Most people, on waking up, accelerate through a quick panicky pre-consciousness check-up: who am |,
wheream |, who ishe/she, good god, why am | cuddling a policeman’ s helmet, what happened last
night?

And thisis because people areriddled by Doubt. It isthe engine that drives them through their lives. It is
the dadtic band in the little modd aeroplane of their soul, and they spend their timewinding it up until it
knots. Early morning isthe worgt time - there sthat little moment of panic in case Y ou have drifted away
in the night and something else has moved in. This never happened to Granny Westherwax. She went
straight from fast adeep to instant operation on al six cylinders. She never needed to find herself because
she dways knew who was doing the looking.

She sniffed. “ Something' sburning,” she said.

“They’ve got abonfire, too,” said Magrat.

Granny sniffed again.

“They’reroasting garlic’?’ shesad.

“I know. | can’t imaginewhy. They'reripping al the shutters off the windows and burning themin the
sguare and dancing around the fire.”

Granny Weatherwax gave Nanny Ogg aviciousjab with her elbow.

“Wake up, you.”

“Wsph?’

“I didn’'t get awink of deep al night,” said Granny reproachfully, “what with her snoring.”
Nanny Ogg raised the covers cautioudly.

“It’' sfar too early in the morning for it to be early in the morning,” she said.

“Comeon,” said Granny. “We needs your skill with languages.”



The owner of theinn flapped his arms up and down and ran around in circles. Then he pointed at the
cadtle that towered over the forest. Then he sucked vigoroudy at hiswrist. Then hefell over on hisback.
And then he looked expectantly a Nanny Ogg, while behind him the bonfire of garlic and wooden stakes
and heavy window shutters burned merrily.

“No,” said Nanny, after awhile. “ Still non conprendy, mine hair.”

The man got up, and brushed some dust off his leather breeches.

“I think he’ s saying that someone’ sdead,” said Magrat. “ Someonein the castle.”

“Well, | must say, everyone seems very cheerful about it,” said Granny Weatherwax severdly.

In the sunlight of the new day the village looked far more cheerful. Everyone kept nodding happily at the
witches.

“That’ s because it was probably the landlord,” said Nanny Ogg. “Bit of abloodsucker, | think he's
syin'.”

“Ah. That'd beit, then.” Granny rubbed her hands together and looked approvingly at the breakfast
table, which had been dragged out into the sunshine. “ Anyway, the food has certainly improved. Passthe
bread, Magrat.”

“Everyone kegps smiling and waving at us,” said Magrat. “And look at al thisfood!”

“That' sonly to be expected,” said Granny, with her mouth full. “ They’ ve only had us here one night and
dready they'relearnin’ it’ slucky to be kind to witches. Now help me get the lid off thishoney.”

Under thetable, Greebo sat and washed himsalf. Occasionadly he burped.
Vampires have risen from the dead, the grave and the crypt, but have never managed it from the cat.

Dear Jason and all at No. 21, No. 34, No. 15, No. 87 and No. 61 but not at No. 18 until she gives
back the bowl she definitly borrowed whatever she says,

Wl herewe are, cor what alark so far, dont arsk ME about pumkins, still, no harm done. Im drawin a
picture of where we stayed larst night | have put an X on our room where our room is. The westher —

“What are you doing, Gytha? We re ready to leave.”

Nanny Ogg looked up, her face ill creased with the effort of composition.

“I thought it would be nice to send something to our Jason. Y ou know, to stop him worryin'. So | done
adrawing of this place on apiece of card and Mine Hair here will give it to someone going our way. Y ou

never know, it might get there.”

- continues Fine.



Nanny Ogg sucked the end of her pencil. Not for the first time in the history of the universe, someone for
whom communication normally came as effortlesdy as adream was stuck for inspiration when faced with
afew lineson the back of acard.

Wl that about wrapsit up for now, will fight wright again soone MUM. P.S. the Cat islooking very
Peeky | think he misses hisHome.

“Will you come on, Gytha? Magrat’ s getting my broom started for me.”

P.P.S. Granny sends her Love.

Nanny Ogg sat back, content in the knowledge of ajob well done.*
Magrat reached the end of the town square and stopped to rest.

Quite an audience had gathered to see awoman with legs. They were very polite about it. Somehow,
that made it worse.

“It doesn't fly unlessyou run redlly fast,” she explained, aware even as she spoke how stupid this
sounded, especidly if you were ligening in aforeign language. “1 think it' s called hump gtarting.”

She took a deep breath, scowled in concentration, and ran forward again.

Thistimeit started. It jolted in her hands. The bristles rustled. She managed to dip it into neutral before it
could drag her along the ground. One thing about Granny Weatherwax’ s broomstick - it was one of the
very old-fashioned ones, built in the days when broomsticks were built to last and not fall gpart with
woodworm after ten years - was that whileit might take some starting, when it went it didn’t hang about.

Magrat had once considered explaining the symbolism of the witches' broomstick to Granny
Weatherwax, and decided not to. It would have been worse than the row about the significance of the

maypole.

Departure took sometime. The villagersingsted on giving them little gifts of food. Nanny Ogg madea
gpeech which no-one understood but which was generaly cheered. Greebo, hiccuping occasiondly,
oozed into his accustomed place among the bristles of Nanny’ s broomstick.

Asthey rose above the forest athin plume of smoke a so rose from the castle. And then there were
flames

“| see people dancing in front of it,” said Magrat.

“Always adangerous business, rentin’ property,” said Granny Weatherwax. “1 expect he was abit lax

when it cameto redecoratin’ and repairin’ the roof and suchlike. People take againgt that kind of thing.
My landlord hasn’t done ahand’ s turn on my cottage the whole time I’ ve been there,” she added. “It's
shameful. And me an old woman, t0o.”



“1 thought you owned your place,” said Magrat, as the broomsticks set off over the forest.
“Shejust ain’'t paid no rent for Sixty years,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Isthat my fault?’ said Granny Wesatherwax. “It'snot my fault. I'd be quite willin’ to pay.” Shesmiled a
dow, sdf-confident amile. “All hehasto doisask,” she added.

Thisisthe Discworld, seen from above, its cloud formations circling in long curved patterns.

Three dots emerged from the cloud layer.

“I can seewhy travellin’ doesn't catch on. | call this boring. Nothing but forest for hours and hours.”
“Yes, but flying gets you to places quickly, Granny.”

“How long’ ve we been flying, anyway?’

“ About ten minutes snce you last asked, Esme.”

“You see?Boring.”

“It'sgtting onthe gticks| don't like. | reckon there ought to be aspecia broomstick for going long
distances, right? One you could stretch out on and have a snooze.”

They dl consdered this.
“And have your mealson,” added Nanny. “ Proper meds, | mean. With gravy. Not just sandwiches and
suff.” Anexperiment in aeria cookery on asmal oil burner had been hagtily curtailed after it threetened

to set fireto Nanny’ s broomstick.

“I suppose you could do it if you had aredlly big broomstick,” said Magrat. “ About the Sze of atree,
perhaps. Then one of us could do the steering and another one could do the cooking.”

“It"d never happen,” said Nanny Ogg. “The reason being, the dwarfs would make you pay afortune for
adtick that big.”

“Yes, but what you could do,” said Magrat, warming to her subject, “is get people to pay you to give
them rides. There must be lots of people fed up with highwaymen and . . . and being seasick and that sort
of thing.”

“How about it, Esme?’ said Nanny Ogg. “I’'ll do the steering and Magrat’ |l do the cooking.”

“What shdl | do, then?’ said Granny Wegatherwax suspicioudly.

“Oh...wdl ... thereought to be someoneto, you know, welcome people onto the stick and give
them their meadls,” said Magrat. “And tdl them what to do if the magic fails, for example.”

“If the magic falseveryon€ | crash into the ground and die,” Granny pointed ouit.

“Y es, but someone will haveto tell them how to do that,” said Nanny Ogg, winking at Magrat. “They



won't know how to, not being experienced in flying.”

“And we could cdl oursaves. . .” she paused. Asaways on the Discworld, which wasright on the very
edge of unredity, little bits of realness crept in whenever someone’ s mind was resonating properly. This
happened now.

“... Three Witches Airborne,” she said. “How about that?”

“Broomsticks Airborne,” said Magrat. “Or Pan . .. ar...”

“There sno need to bring religioninto it,” sniffed Granny.

Nanny Ogg looked dyly from Granny to Magrat.

“We could cdl it Vir - “ she began.

A gust of wind caught al three sticks and whirled them up. There was abrief panic asthe witches
brought them under contral.

“Load of nonsense,” muttered Granny.

“Wall, it passesthetime,” said Nanny Ogg.

Granny looked morosdly at the greenery below.

“You'd never get peopletodoit,” shesaid. “Load of nonsense.”

Dear Jason enfamile,

Overleaf on the other side please find enclosed a sketch of somewhere some king died and was buried,
search mewhy. It sin some village wear we stopped last night. We had some stuff it was chewy you'll
never guessit was snails, and not bad and Esme had three helpins before she found out and then had a
Row with the cook and Magrat was sick al night just at the thought of it and had the dire rear. Thinking
of you your loving MUM.

PSthe privies here are DESGUSTING, they have them INDORES, so much for HIGEINE.

Severa days passed.

Inaquiet little innin atiny country Granny Wesether-wax sat and regarded the food with deep suspicion.
The owner hovered with the frantic expression of one who knows, even before he starts, that he’ s not
going to come out of thisahead of the game.

“Good smple home cooking,” said Granny. “That’sdl | require. Y ou know me. I’'m not the demanding
sort. No-one could say I’ m the demanding sort. | just want smple food. Not al grease and stuff. It
comes to something when you complain about something in your lettuce and it turns out to be what you
ordered.”

Nanny Ogg tucked her napkin into the top of her dress and said nothing.



“Likethat placelast night,” said Granny. “Y ou' d think you' d be dl right with sandwiches, wouldn’t you?
| mean . . . sandwiches? Smplest food thereisin thewholeworld. Y ou’ d think even foreigners couldn’t
get sandwicheswrong. Hah!”

“They didn't cal them sandwiches, Granny,” said Magrat, her eyes dwelling on the owner’ sfrying pan.
“They cdled them. .. | think they cdled them smorgy’ s board.”

“They wasnice” said Nanny Ogg. “I’m very partid to apickled herring.”

“But they must think we' re daft, not noticing they’ d left off thetop dice,” said Granny triumphantly.
“Wadll, | told them athing or two! Another timethey’ll think twice before trying to swindle people out of a
diceof bread that’ stheirs by rights!”

“| expect they will,” said Magrat darkly.

“And | don’t hold with dl this giving things funny names so people don’t know what they’re egting,” said
Granny, determined to explore the drawbacks of internationa cookery to thefull. “I like stuff that tells
you planwhat itis, like...wdl ... Bubbleand Squesk,or...or...”

“Spotted Dick,” said Nanny absently. She was watching the progress of the pancakes with some
anticipation.

“That sright. Decent honest food. | mean, take that stuff we had for lunch. I'm not saying it wasn't
nice,” said Granny gracioudy. “In aforeign sort of way, of course. But they called it Cwuissses dee
Grenolly, and who knows what that means?’

“Frogs legs,” trandated Nanny, without thinking.

The slence wasfilled with Granny Westherwax taking a deep breath and apale green colour creeping
across Magrat’ s face. Nanny Ogg now thought quicker than she had done for avery long time.

“Not actud frogs legs,” shesaid hurriedly. “It' slike Toad-in-the-Holeisredly only sausage and batter
puddin’. It'sjust ajoke name.”

“It doesn’t sound very funny to me,” said Granny. Sheturned to glare at the pancakes.
“At least they can’'t muck up adecent pancake,” she said. “What' d they call them here?’
“Crap suzette, | think,” said Nanny.

Granny forbore to comment. But she watched with grim satisfaction as the owner finished the dish and
gave her ahopeful amile.

“Oh, now he expects usto eat them,” she said. “He only goes and setsfire to them, and then he ill
expects usto eat them!”

It might later have been possible to chart the progress of the witches across the continent by some sort
of demographic survey. Long afterwards, in some quiet, onion-hung kitchens, in degpy villages nestling
among hot hills, you might have found cooks who wouldn't twitch and try to hide behind the door when a
stranger cameinto the kitchen.



Dear Jason,

It isdefnity more warmer here, Magrat saysit is because we are getting further from the Hub and, a
funny thing, dl the money isdifferent. Y ou have to change it for other money whichisal different shapes
and isnot proper money at al in my opnion. We generdly let Esme sort that out, she getsa very good
rate of exchange, it isamazing, Magrat says she will write abook caled Travelling on One Dollar aDay,
and it' sadwaysthe same dollar. Esmeis getting to act just like aforeigner, yesterday she took her shawl
off, next thing it will be dancing on tables. Thisisapicture of some famous bridge or other. Lots of love,
MUM.

The sun beat down on the cobbled street, and particularly on the courtyard of alittleinn.

“It shardtoimagine” said Magrat, “that it's autumn back home.”

“Garkon? Mucho vino aveck zd, grassy ass.”

The innkeeper, who did not understand one word and was a good-natured man who certainly did not

deserveto be caled agarkon, smiled a Nanny. He'd smile a anyone with such an unlimited capacity for
drink.

“I don't hold with putting al these tables out in the Street, though,” said Granny Weatherwax, athough
without much severity. It was pleasantly warm. It wasn't that she didn’t like autumn, it was a season she
awayslooked forward to, but at her time of life it was nice to know that it was happening hundreds of
miles away while shewas't there.

Undernesth the table Greebo dozed on his back with hislegsin the air. Occasionally he twitched ashe
fought wolvesin hisdeep.

“It saysin Desderata snotes,” said Magrat, turning the stiff pages carefully, “that in the late summer here
they have this specid traditiona ceremony wherethey let alot of bulls run through the street.”

“That' d be something worth seeing,” said Granny Weetherwax. “Why do they do it?’

“So dl the young men can chase them to show how bravethey are,” said Magrat. “ Apparently they pull
their rosettes off.”

A variety of expressions passed across Nanny Ogg' swrinkled face, like weather over astretch of
volcanic badlands.

“Sounds abit strange,” she said at last. “What do they do that for?’

“Shedoesn't explainit very clearly,” said Magrat. She turned another page. Her lips moved as she read
on. “What does cojones mean?’

They shrugged.

“Here, you want to dow down on that drink,” said Granny, asawaiter put down another bottle in front
of Nanny Ogg. “1 wouldn’t trust any drink that’s green.”



“It' snot like proper drink,” said Nanny. “It says on the labdl it's made from herbs. You can’'t make a
seriousdrink out of just herbs. Try adrop.”

Granny sniffed the opened bottle.
“Smellslikeaniseed,” she said.
“It says“Abgnthe’ on the bottle,” said Nanny.

“Oh, that’ sjust aname for wormwood,” said Magrat, who was good at herbs. “My herba saysit's
good for ssomach disorders and prevents sickness after meals.”

“Thereyou are, then,” said Nanny. “Herbs. It'spractic' ly medicine.” She poured a generous measure
for the other two. “Giveit ago, Magrat. It'll put achest on your chest.”

Granny Weatherwax surreptitioudy loosened her boots. She was al so debating whether to remove her
vest. She probably didn’t need all three.

“We ought to be getting on,” she said.

“Oh, I'm fed up with the broomsticks,” said Nanny. “More than a couple of hourson astick and I’ ve
gonerigidinthedairy ar.”

She looked expectantly at the other two. “That foreign for bum,” she added. “ Although, it’ safunny
thing, in some foreign parts“bum” means “tramp” and “tramp” means*“hobo”. Funny things, words.”

“A laughaminute” said Granny.

“Theriver' squite wide here,” said Magrat. “ There s big boats. I’ ve never been on a proper boat. Y ou
know? Thekind that doesn’'t Sink easily?’

“Broomsticksismorewitchy,” said Granny, but not with much conviction. She did not have Nanny
Ogg'sinternationd anatomical vocabulary, but bits of her she wouldn't even admit to knowing the names
of were definitely complaining.

“I saw them boats,” said Nanny. “They looked like greeat big rafts with houses on. Y ou wouldn't hardly
know you're on aboat, Esme. “Ere, what' s he doing?’

The innkeeper had hurried out and was taking thejally little tables back inside. He nodded at Nanny and
spoke with a certain amount of urgency.

“I think hewantsusto goinsde,” said Magrat.

“I likesit out here,” said Granny. “1 LIKESIT OUT HERE, THANK Y OU,” she repeated. Granny
Weather-wax’ s gpproach to foreign tongues was to repest hersdlf loudly and dowly.

“ *Ere, you stop trying to take our table away!” snapped Nanny, thumping his hands.

The innkeeper spoke hurriedly and pointed up the street.



Granny and Magrat glanced inquiringly a Nanny Ogg. She shrugged.
“Didn’'t understand any of that,” she admitted.

“WE RE STOPPIN' WHERE WE ARE, THANK YOU,” said Granny. The innkeeper’ s eyes met
hers. Hegavein, waved his handsin the air in exasperation, and went inside.

“They think they can take advantage of you when you' reawoman,” said Magrat. She stifled aburp,
discreetly, and picked up the green bottle again. Her somach wasfedling alot better aready.

“That’ svery true. D’you know what?’ said Nanny Ogg, “| barricaded mesdlf in my room last night and
amandidn’t eventry to bregk in.”

“Gytha Ogg, sometimesyou - “ Granny stopped as she caught sight of something over Nanny’s
shoulder.

“There' saload of cows coming down the street,” she said.
Nanny turned her chair around.
“It must bethat bull thing Magrat mentioned,” she said. “ Should be worth seein’.”

Magrat glanced up. All dong the street people were craning out of every second-storey window. A
jostle of horns and hooves and steaming bodies was approaching rapidly.

“There s people up therelaughing at us,” she said accusingly.

Under the table Greebo stirred and rolled over. He opened his good eye, focused on the approaching
bulls, and sat up. Thislooked like being fun.

“Laughin’?’ said Granny. She looked up. The people aoft did indeed appear to be enjoying ajoke.
Her eyes narrowed.

“We'rejust goin’ to carry on asif nothin’ ishappening,” she declared.

“But they’ re quite big bulls” said Magrat nervoudy.

“They’re nothing to do with us,” said Granny. “It' snothin’ to do with usif alot of foreignerswant to get
excited about things. Now pass me the herba wine.”

Asfar asLagro te Kabona, innkeeper, could remember the events of that day, they seemed to happen
likethis

It was the time of the Thing with the Bulls. And the mad women just sat there, drinking absinthe asif it
was water! He tried to get them to come indoors, but the old one, the skinny one, just shouted at him. So
he let them bide, but |eft the door open - people soon got the message when the bulls came down the
Street with the young men of the village after them. Whoever snatched the big red rosette from between
the horns of the biggest bull got the seat of honour at that night’ sfeast plus- Lagro smiled asmile of forty
years remembrance - acertain informa but highly enjoyable relationship with the young women of the
town for quite sometime after . . .



And the mad women just sat there.
The leading bull had been abit uncertain abouit this.

Itsnormal course of action would beto roar and paw the ground a bit to get the targets running in an
interesting way and its mind wasn't able to cope with this lack of attention, but that hadn’t been its mgjor
problem, because its major problem had been twenty other bullsright behind it.

And even that ceased to beits mgor problem, because the terrible old woman, the one dl in black, had
stood up, muttered something at it and smacked it between the eyes. Then the horrible dumpy one whose
stomach had the resilience and capacity of agavanized water tank fell backwards off her chair, laughing,
and the young one - that is, the one who was younger than the other two - started flapping at the bulls as
if they were ducks.

And then the street was full of angry, bewildered bulls, and alot of shouting, terrified young men. It's
onething to chase alot of panicking bulls, and quite another to find that they’ re suddenly trying to run the
other way.

Theinnkeeper, from the safety of his bedroom window, could hear the horrible women shouting things
to one another. The dumpy one kept laughing and shouting some sort of battle cry-
“TrytheHorsemanswordEsme!” and then the younger one, who was pushing her way through the animals
asif being gored to death was something that only happened to other people, found the lead bull and
took the rosette off it, with the same air of concern as an old woman may take athorn out of her cat’s
paw. She hdd it asif shedidn’t know what it was or what she should do withiit. . .

The sudden silence affected even the bulls. Their tiny little bloodshot brains sensed something wrong.
The bullswere embarrassed.

Fortunately, the horrible women left on ariverboat that afternoon, after one of them rescued her cat
which had cornered twenty-five stone of confused bull and wastrying to tossit in the air and play withiit.

That evening Lagro te Kabonamade apoint of being very, very kind to his old mother.

And thevillage held aflower festival next year, and no-one ever talked about the Thing with the Bulls
ever, ever again.

At least, not in front of the men.

The big paddiewhed doshed through the thick brown soup of the river. The motive power was severa
dozen trolls under a sun-shade, trudging aong an endless belt. Birds sang in the trees on the distant
banks. The scent of hibiscus wafted across the water, aimaost but unfortunately not quite overpowering
the scent of theriver itsaf.

“Now this” said Nanny Ogg, “ismorelikeit.”

She stretched out on the deckchair and turned to look at Granny Weatherwax, whose brows were
knitted in the intense concentration of reading.

Nanny’smouth spread in an evil grin.



“Y ou know what thisriver'scalled?’ shesaid.

“No.”

“ ‘ScdledtheVieux River.”

-

“Know what that means?’

“No.”

“The Old (Masculine) River,” said Nanny.

-

“Words have sex in foreign parts,” said Nanny, hopefully.

Granny didn’t budge.

“Wouldn't be at dl surprised,” she murmured. Nanny sagged.

“That’ s one of Desideratal Sbooks, isn't it?’

“Yes,” said Granny. Shelicked her thumb decoroudy and turned the page.

“Where' sMagrat gone?’

“She'shaving alie-downinthe cabin,” said Granny, without looking up.

“Tummy upset?’

“It'sher head thistime. Now be quiet, Gytha. I'm having aread.”

“What about?’ said Nanny cheerfully.

Granny Weatherwax sighed, and put her finger on the page to mark her place.

“Thisplacewe regoing to,” she said. “Genua. Desiderata saysit’ s decadent.”

Nanny Ogg’ssmile remained fixed.

“Yes?' shesad. “That'sgood, isit? 1’ ve never been to acity before.”

Granny Weatherwax paused. She' d been pondering for some while. Shewasn't at dl certain about the
meaning of the word ‘decadent’. She’ d dismissed the possibility that it meant * having ten teeth’ inthe
same sense that Nanny Ogg, for example, was unident. Whatever it meant, it was something Desiderata
had felt necessary to write down. Granny Westherwax did not generaly trust books as a means of

information, but now she had no choice.

She had avague ideathat *decadent’ had something to do with not opening the curtains al day.



“Shesaysit’'sadsoacity of art, wit and culture,” said Granny.

“We shdl bedl right there, then,” said Nanny confidently.

“Particularly noted for the beauty of itswomen, she says here.”

“We shdl faderight in, no trouble.”

Granny turned the pages carefully. Desiderata had paid close attention to affairsall over the Disc. Onthe
other hand, she hadn’t been writing for readers other than herself, so her notes tended to the cryptic and
were aides memoire rather than coherent accounts.

Granny read: “Now L. rulesthe citie as the power behint the throne, and Baron S. they say has been
killd, drowned in the river. He was awicked man tho not | think aswicked as L, for she says she wants
to make it aMagic Kingdom, aHappy and Peaseful place, and wen people do that ook out for Spieson
every corner and no manne dare speak out, for who dare speke out against Evile done in the name of
Happyness and Pease? All the Streetes are clean and Axes are sharp. But E. issafe at least, for now. L.
has plansfor her. And Mrs G who was the Baron's amour hides in the swamp and fites back with
swamp magic, but you cannot fite mirror magic which isall Reflection.”

Fairy godmothers came in twos, Granny knew. So that was Desiderataand. . . and L. . . but who was
this person in the swamp?

“Gytha?’ said Granny.

“Wazzat?' said Nanny Ogg, who was dozing off.

“Dedderata says some woman hereis someon€e s armour.”

“Prob’'ly amettyfor,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Oh,” said Granny darkly, “one of them things.”

“ But no-one can stop Mardi Gras,” sheread.” If anything canne be doneit be on Samedi Nuit Morte,
the last night of carnivae, the night halfway between the Living and the Dead, when magic flowsin the
dreets. If L. isvoonerubleit isthen, for carnivaeis everythinge she hates. . .

Granny Weatherwax pulled her hat down over her eyesto shield them from the sun.

“It says here they have agreet big carnival every year,” shesaid. “Mardi Gras, it'scalled.”

“That means Fat Lunchtime,” said Nanny Ogg, internationa linguist. “Garkon! Etcetragross Mint Tulip
avec petit bowl de peanuts, pour favour!”

Granny Weatherwax shut the book.

She would not of course admit it to athird party, least of dl another witch, but as Genua drew nearer
Granny was becoming less and |ess confident.

Shewaswaiting in Genua. After dl thistime! Staring at her out of the mirror! Smiling!



The sun beat down. Shetried defying it. Sooner or later she was going to have to givein, though. It was
going to be time to remove another vest.

Nanny Ogg sat and drew cardsfor her reativesfor awhile, and then yawned. She was awitch who
liked noise and people around her. Nanny Ogg was getting bored. It was a big boat, more like afloating
inn, and she felt certain there was some excitement somewhere.

Shelaid her bag on her seat and wandered away to look for it.

Thetrolls plodded on.

The sunwasred, fat and low when Granny Weatherwax awoke. She looked around guiltily from the
shelter of her hatbrim in case anyone had noticed her adeep. Falling adeep during the day was something

only old women did, and Granny Wesatherwax was an old woman only when it suited her purposes.

The only spectator was Greebo, curled up on Nanny’s chair. His one good eye was fixed on her, but it
wasn't so terrifying asthe milky white stare of hisblind one.

“Just considerin’ our strategy,” she muttered, just in case.

She closed the book and strode off to their cabin. It wasn’t abig one. Some of the staterooms looked
huge, but what with the herba wine and everything Granny hadn’t fet up to using any Influenceto get
one.

Magrat and Nanny Ogg were Stting on abunk, in gloomy silence.

“| feelsabit peckish,” said Granny. “1 smelled stew on the way here, so let’ s go and have alook, eh?
What about that?’

The other two continued to stare at the floor.

“| suppose there’ saways pumpkin,” said Magrat. “ And there’ s always the dwarf bread.”

“There' saways dwarf bread,” said Nanny automatically. Shelooked up, her face amask of shame.
“Er, Esme...er...youknow themoney ...

“The money what we dl gave you to keep in your knickersfor safety?’ said Granny. Something about
the way the conversation was going suggested the first few pebbles dipping before amajor landdide.

“That'sthemoney I'mreferrin’ to...er.. .
“Themoney in the big leather bag that we were goin’ to be very careful about spendin’?” said Granny.
“Yousee...themoney...”

“Oh, that money,” said Granny.

“...isgone...” said Nanny.



“Stolen?”
“She' sheen gambling,” said Magrat, in tones of smug horror. “With men.”

“It wasn't gambling!” snapped Nanny. “1 never gamble! They were no good at cards! | won no end of
gamed”

“But you lost money,” said Granny.
Nanny Ogg looked down again, and muttered something.
“What?’ said Granny.

“I said | won nearly al of them,” said Nanny. “And then | thought, here, we could redlly have abit of
money to, you know, spend in the city, and I’ ve aways been very good at Cripple Mr Onion.. . ."

“ S0 you decided to bet heavily,” said Granny.

“How did you know that?’

“Got afedin’ about it,” said Granny wearily. “And suddenly everyone else waslucky, am | right 7’
“It wasweird,” said Nanny.

“Hmm.”

“Wadll, it'snot gambling,” said Nanny. “I didn’t see it was gambling. They were no good when | started
playing. It's not gambling to play against someone who's no good. It's common sense.”

“There was nearly fourteen dollarsin that bag,” said Magrat, “not counting the foreign money.”

*Hmm.”

Granny Weatherwax sat down on the bunk and drummed her fingers on the woodwork. Therewas a
faraway look in her eyes. The phrase ‘card sharp’ had never reached her side of the Ramtops, where
people were friendly and direct and, should they encounter a professiona chest, tended to nail his hand
to the table in an easy and outgoing manner without asking him what he called himsdlf. But human nature

was the same everywhere.
“Y ou're not upset, are you, Esme?’ said Nanny anxioudy.
“Hmm.”
“I expect | can soon pick up anew broom when we get home.”
“Hm...wha?'
“After shelost al her money she bet her broom,” said Magrat triumphantly.

“Havewe got any money a dl?’ said Granny.



A trawl of various pockets and knicker legs produced forty-seven pence.

“Right,” said Granny. She scooped it up. “That ought to be enough. To start with, anyway. Where are
these men?’

“What are you going to do?’ said Magrat.
“I’'mgoing to play cards,” said Granny.

“You can't dothat!” said Magrat, who had recognized the gleam in Granny’ seye. “Y ou' re going to use
magic towin! Y ou mustn’t use magic to win! Not to affect the laws of chance! That's wicked"

The boat was practicdly afloating town, and in the balmy night air no-one bothered much about going
indoors. Theriverboat' sflat deck was dotted with groups of dwarfs, trolls and humans, lounging among

the cargo. Granny threaded her way between them and headed for the long saloon that ran amost the
entire length of the boat. There was the sound of revelry within.

The riverboats were the quickest and easiest transport for hundreds of miles. On them you got, as
Granny would put it, dl sorts, and the riverboats going downstream were always crowded with acertain
type of opportunist as Fat L unchtime approached.

Shewaked into the saloon. An onlooker might have thought it had amagic doorway. Granny
Weatherwax, as she walked towardsiit, strode as she usualy strode. As soon as she passed through,

though, she was suddenly a bent old woman, hobbling aong, and asight to touch al but the wickedest
heart.

She approached the bar, and then stopped. Behind it was the biggest mirror Granny had ever seen. She
sared fixedly at it, but it seemed safe enough. Well, she' d havetorisk it.

She hunched her back alittle more and addressed the barman.

“Excuzee moir, young homme,” she began.*

The barman gave her adisinterested look and went on polishing aglass.

“What can | do for you, old crone?’ he said.

Therewas only the faintest suggestion of aflicker in Granny’ s expression of elderly imbecility.
“Oh. .. you can understand me?’ shesaid.

“Weget dl sortson theriver,” said the barman.

“Then | waswondering if you could be so kind asto loan me adeck, | thinksit's caled, of cards,”
quavered Granny.

“Goingto play agame of Old Maid, are you?’ said the barman.

There was achilly flicker across Granny’ s eyes again as she said, “No. Just Patience. I'd liketo try and
get thehang of it.”



He reached under the counter and tossed a greasy pack towards her.

She thanked him effusively and tottered off to asmall table in the shadows, where she dedlt afew cards
randomly on the drink-ringed surface and stared at them.

It was only afew minutes later that agentle hand waslaid on her shoulder. Shelooked up into afriendly,
open face that anyone would lend money to. A gold tooth glittered as the man spoke.

“Excuse me, good mother,” he said, “but my friendsand I” - he gestured to some more welcoming faces
a anearby table - “would feel much more comfortable in oursavesif you weretojoin us. It can bevery
dangerousfor awoman travelling by hersdf.”

Granny Westherwax smiled nicely at him, and then waved vaguely & her cards.

“I can never remember whether the ones are worth more or lessthan the pictures,” she said. “Forget my
own head next, | expect!”

They dl laughed. Granny hobbled to the other table. She took the vacant seet, which put the mirror right
behind her shoulder.

She smiled to herself and then leaned forward, al eagerness.
“Sotdl me” shesad, “how do you play this game, then?’

All witches are very conscious of stories. They can fed stories, in the same way that abather in alittle
pool can fed the unexpected trout.

Knowing how storieswork isalmost al the battle.

For example, when an obvious innocent sits down with three experienced card sharpers and says ‘ How
do you play thisgame, then?’, someone is about to be shaken down until their teeth fal out.

Magrat and Nanny Ogg sat side by side on the narrow bunk. Nanny was distractedly tickling Greebo's
stomach, while he purred.

“Shelll get into terrible troubleif she uses magic towin,” said Magrat. “ And you know how she hates
losing,” she added.

Granny Weatherwax was not agood loser. From her point of view, losing was something that happened
to other people.

“It' sher eggo,” said Nanny Ogg. “ Everyone sgot one 0’ them. A eggo. And she' sgot agreat big one.
Of course, that'sdl part of bein’ awitch, having abig eggo.”

“She’ sbound to use magic,” said Magrat.

“It' stempting Fate, usng magic in agame of chance,” said Nanny Ogg. “Chestin’sdl right. That's
practic’'ly fair. | mean, anyone can cheet. But usng magic - well, it'stempting Fate.”

“No. Not Fate,” said Magrat darkly.



Nanny Ogg shivered.
“Comeon,” said Magrat. “Wecan't let her doit.”
“It'sher eggo,” said Nanny Ogg weekly. “ Terrible thing, abig eggo.”

“I got,” said Granny, “threelittle pictures of kings and suchlike and three of them funny number one
cards”

The three men beamed and winked at one another.

“That’ s Triple Onion!” said the one who had introduced Granny to the table, and who had turned out to
be called Mister Frank.

“Andthat’ sgood, isit?’ said Granny.

“It meansyou win yet again, dear lady!” He pushed apile of penniestowards her.

“Gosh,” said Granny. “That means|’vegot . . . what would it be. . . dmogt five dollars now?’
“Can’t understand it,” said Mister Frank. “It must be the famous beginner’ s luck, eh?’

“Soon be poor menif it goeson likethis,” said one of hiscompanions.

“She'll havethe coats off our backs, right enough,” said the third man. “Haha.”

“Think we should give up right now,” said Migter Frank. “Haha.”

“Haha”

“Haha”

“Oh, | want to go on,” said Granny, grinning anxioudy. “I’m just getting the hang of it.”

“Wdll, you' d better give us a gporting chance to win alittle bit back, haha,” said Mister Frank. “Haha.”
“Haha”

“Haha”

“Haha What about half adollar astake? Haha?’

“Oh, | reckon she'll want adollar astake, asporting lady like her,” said the third man.
“Hahal”

Granny looked down at her pile of pennies. For amoment she looked uncertain and then, they could
see, sherealized: how much could she lose, the way the cards were going?

“Yed” shesad. “A dollar astake!” She blushed. “ Thisisexciting, isn'tit!”



“Yeah,” said Mister Frank. He drew the pack towards him.

There was ahorrible noise. All three men stared at the bar, where shards of mirror were cascading to
thefloor.

“What happened?’
Granny gave him a sweet old smile. She hadn't appeared to ook around.

“I reckon the glass he was polishing must of dipped out of his hand and smashed right into the mirror,”
shesaid. “I do hope he don't have to pay for it out of hiswages, the poor boy.”

The men exchanged glances.

“Comeon,” said Granny, “I’ve got my dollar al ready.”

Mister Frank looked nervoudy at the ravaged frame. Then he shrugged.

The movement didodged something somewhere. There was amuffled snapping noise, like amousetrap
carrying out the last rites. Mister Frank went white and gripped hisdeeve. A smdl meta contraption, all
springs and twisted metd, fell out. A crumpled-up Ace of Cupswastangled up init.

“Whoops,” said Granny.

Magrat peered through the window into the saloon. “What's she doin’ now?” hissed Nanny Ogg.
“She'sgrinning again,” said Magrat.

Nanny Ogg shook her head. “Eggo,” shesad.

Granny Weatherwax had that method of play that has reduced professiona gamblersto incoherent rage
throughout the multiverse.

She hdd her cardstightly cupped in her hands afew inches from her face, dlowing the merest fraction of
each oneto protrude. She glared at them asif daring them to offend her. And she never seemed to take
her eyes off them, except to watch the deding.

And shetook far too long. And she never, ever, took risks.

After twenty-five minutes she was down one dollar and Mister Frank was swesting. Granny had aready
helpfully pointed out three times that he' d accidentally dealt cards off the bottom of the deck, and she'd
asked for another pack “because, look, thisone’ sgot dl little marks on the back.”

It was her eyes, that waswhat it was. Twice he' d folded on a perfectly good three-card Onion only to
find that she’ d been holding alousy double Bagd. Then the third time, thinking he' d worked out her play,
he' d called her out and run a decent flush right into the maw of afive-card Onion that the old bag must
have been patiently constructing for ages. And then - his knuckles went white - and then the dreadful,
terrible hag had said, “Have | won? With dl these little cards? Gorsh - aren't | the lucky one!”

And then she started humming when she looked at her cards. Normadly, the three of them would have
welcomed this sort of thing. The teeth tappers, the eyebrow raisers, the ear rubbers - they were as good



asmoney in the sock under the mattress, to a man who knew how to read such things. But the appalling
old cronewas astrangparent asalump of cod. And the hummingwas. . . ingstent. Y ou found yourself
trying to follow the tune. It made your teeth tingle. Next thing you were glumly watching while shelaid
down ameady Broken Flush in front of your even more meady two-card Onion and said, “What, isit
meagan?’

Mister Frank was desperately trying to remember how to play cards without his deeve device, ahandy
mirror and amarked deck. In the teeth of ahum like afingernail down a blackboard.

It wasn't asif the ghastly old creature even knew how to play properly.

After an hour she wasfour dollars ahead and when she said, “I am alucky girl!” Mister Frank bit
through histongue.

And then he got anatural Great Onion. There was no redlistic way to beat a Great Onion. It was
something that happened to you once or twicein alifetime.

Shefolded! The old bitch folded! She abandoned one blasted dollar and she fol ded!

Magrat peered through the window again.

“What's happening?’ said Nanny.

“They dl look very angry.”

Nanny took off her hat and removed her pipe. Shelit it and tossed the match overboard. “ Ah. She'll be
humming, you mark my words. She' sgot avery annoying hum, has Esme.” Nanny looked satisfied. “Has
she started cleaning out her ear yet?’

“Don't think s0.”

“No-one cleansout her ear like Esme.”

She was cleaning out her ear!

It was donein avery ladylike way, and the daft old baggage probably wasn't even aware she was doing
it. Shejust kept inserting her little finger in her ear and swivelling it around. It made anoise like asmall
pool cue being chalked.

It was displacement activity, that’swhat it was. They dl cracked intheend. . .

Shefolded again! And it had taken him bloody five bloody minutesto put together abloody double
Onion!

“1 remember,” said Nanny Ogg, “when she come over our house for the party when King Verence got
crowned and we played Chase My Neighbour Up the Passage with the kiddies for ha pennies. She
accused Jason' s youngest of cheating and sulked for aweek afterwards.”

“Was he cheating?’

“I expect 0,” said Nanny proudly. “The trouble with Esmeisthat she don’t know how to lose. She's



never had much practice.”

“Lobsang Dibbler says sometimes you haveto losein order towin,” said Magrat.

“Sounds daft to me,” said Nanny. “That’s Y en Buddhism, isit?’

“No. They’' re the oneswho say you have to have lots of money to win,” said Magrat. “In the Path of the
Scorpion, theway to winisto lose every fight except the last one. Y ou use the enemy’ s strength against
himsdf.”

“What, you get him to hit himself, sort of thing?” said Nanny. “ Sounds daft.”

Magrat glowered.

“What do you know about it?" she said, with uncharacteristic sharpness.

“What?”’

“Wadll, I'mfed up!” said Magrat. “ At least I'm making an effort to learn things! | don’t go around just
bullying people and acting bad-tempered dl thetime!”

Nanny took her pipe out of her mouth.

“I''m not bad-tempered,” she said mildly.

“I wasn't talking about you!”

“Well, Esme s adways been bad-tempered,” said Nanny. “It comes natural to her.”

“And she hardly ever does real magic. What good isbeing awitch if you don’t do magic? Why doesn't
sheuseit to help people?’

Nanny peered at her through the pipe smoke.

“ *Cos she knows how good she'd beat it, | suppose,” shesaid. “Anyway, I’ ve known her along time.
Known the whole family. All the Weatherwaxes is good a magic, even the men. They’ ve got this magica
streak in ‘em. Kind of acurse. Anyway . . . she thinks you can’t help people with magic. Not properly.
It strue, too.”

“Then what good - 7’
Nanny prodded at the pipe with a match.

“| seemto recall she come over and hel ped you out when you had that spot of plaguein your village,”
she said. “Worked the clock around, | recall. Never known her not treat someoneill who needed it, even
when they, you know, were pretty oozy. And when the big oletroll that lives under Broken Mountain
came down for help because his wife was sick and everyone threw rocks at him, | remember it was
Esme that went back with him and delivered the baby. Hah . . . then when old Chickenwire Hopkins
threw arock at Esmealittle while afterwards al his barns was mysterioudy trampled flat in the night. She
aways said you can't help people with magic, but you can help them with skin. By doin’ red things, she



“I’m not saying she’ snot basicaly anice person —* Magrat began.

“Hah! | am. You'd haveto go along day’ sjourney to find someone basicdly nastier than Esme,” said
Nanny Ogg, “and thisisme sayin’ it. She knows exactly what sheis. She was born to be good and she

don't likeit.”
Nanny tapped her pipe out on therail and turned back to the saloon.

“What you got to understand about Esme, my girl,” she said, “isthat she' sgot apsycholology aswdl as
abigeggo. I'mdamnglad | an't.”

Granny was twelve dollars ahead. Everything ese in the saloon had stopped. Y ou could hear the distant
gplash of the paddles and the cry of the leadman.

Granny won another five dollars with athree-card Onion.
“What do you mean, apsycholology?’ said Magrat. “ Have you been reading books?’

Nanny ignored her.

“Thething to watch out for now,” she said, “iswhen she goes “tch, tch, tch” under her breath. That

comes after the ear-cleanin’. It gen’ rdly means she' s plannin’ somethin’.

Mister Frank drummed hisfingers on the table, realized to his horror that he was doing it, and bought
three new cardsto cover his confusion. The old baggage didn’t appear to notice.

He stared at the new hand.

He ventured two dollars and bought one more card.

He dtared again.

What were the odds, he thought, against getting a Great Onion twice in one day?
Theimportant thing was not to panic.

“I think,” he heard himsdlf say, “that | may hazard another two dollars”

He glanced at his companions. They obediently folded, one after another.

“Well, | don’'t know,” said Granny, agpparently talking to her cards. She cleaned her ear again. “Tch, tch,
tch. What d'you call it when, you know, you want to put more money in, sort of thing?’

“It'scdledrasing,” said Migter Frank, his knuckles going white.
“I'll do one of them raisins, then. Fivedoallars, | think.”
Mister Frank’ s knees ground together.

“I'll seeyou and raise you ten dollars,” he snapped.



“I'll do that too,” said Granny.
“| can go another twenty dollars.”
“I - * Granny looked down, suddenly crestfallen. “I’ve. . . got abroomstick.”

A tiny darm bell rang somewhere at the back of Migter Frank’ s mind, but now he was galloping
headlong to victory.

“Right!”

He spread the cards on the table.

The crowd sighed.

He began to pull the pot towards him.

Granny’shand closed over hiswrigt.

“l an't put my cardsdown yet,” she said archly.

“Youdon't need to,” snapped Mister Frank. “ There' s no chance you could beat that, madam.”
“I canif | can Crippleit,” said Granny. “That’swhy it'scalled Cripple Migter Onion, ain't it?’
He hesitated.

“But - but - you could only do that if you had a perfect nine-card run,” he burbled, staring into the
depths of her eyes.

Granny sat back.

“You know,” shesaid calmly, “I thought | had rather alot of these black pointy ones. That’' sgood, is
it?’

She spread the hand. The collective audience made a sort of little gasping noise, in unison.
Migter Frank looked around wildly.

“Oh, very wdll done, madam,” said an elderly gentleman. There was around of polite applause from the
crowd. The big, inconvenient crowd.

“Er...yes” sad Miger Frank. “Yes. Well done. You'reavery quick learner, aren’t you.”
“Quicker'nyou. You owe mefifty-five dollars and a broomstick,” said Granny.
Magrat and Nanny Ogg were waiting for her as she swept out.

“Here syour broom,” she snapped. “And | hopesyou’ ve got al your suff together, “coswe' releaving.”



“Why?’ said Magrat.
“Because as soon asit gets quiet, some men are going to come looking for us.”

They scurried after her towardstheir tiny cabin.
“You weren't usng magic?’ said Magrat.

“No.”
“And not chesating? said Nanny Ogg.

“No. Just headology,” said Granny.
“Where did you learn to play like that?” Nanny demanded.

Granny stopped. They cannoned into her.
“Remember last winter, when Old Mother Dismass was taken redlly bad and | went and sat up with her

every night for dmost amonth?’

HY@!
“Y ou sit up every night dealing Cripple Mister Onion with someone who' s got a detached retinain her

second sight and you soon learn how to play,” said Granny.

Dear Jason and everyone,

What you get more of in foreign partsissmells, | am getting good at them. Esmeis shouting at everyone,
| think she thinks they’ re beinforeinjust to Spite her, don’t know when | last saw her enjoi herselfe so
much. Mind you they need agood Shakin up if you ask me, for lunch we stopped somehwere and they
did Steak Tartere and they acted VERY snooty just becos | wanted myne well done. All the best, MUM

The moon was closer here.
The orbit of the Discworld’s moon meant that it was quite high when it passed over the high Ramtops.
Here, nearer to the Rim, it was bigger And more orange.

“Like apumpkin,” said Nanny Ogg.

“| thought we said we weren't going to mention pumpkins,” said Magrat.

“Well, we didn’t have any supper,” said Nanny.

And there was another thing. Except during the height of summer the witches weren't used to warm
nights. It didn’t seem right, gliding ong under abig orange moon over dark foliage that clicked and

buzzed and whirred with insects.
“We must be far enough from theriver now,” said Magrat. “Can’t we land, Granny? No-one could have



followed ud”

Granny Wesetherwax |ooked down. The river in this countryside meandered in huge glistening curves,
taking twenty milesto cover five. Theland between the snaking water was a patchwork of hillsdesand

woodlands. A digtant glow might have been Genuaitself.
“Riding abroomgtick dl nightisaright painintheitinerant,” said Nanny.
“Oh, dl right.”
“There satown over there” said Magrat. “And acastle.”
“Oh, not another one. . .”
“It'sanicelittlecadtle,” said Magrat. “Can't wejust cdl in?1I’m fed up with inns.”
Granny looked down. She had very good night vision.
“Areyou surethat’ sacastle?’ shesaid.

“1 can seetheturrets and everything,” said Magrat. “ Of courseit’ sacastle”

“Hmm. | can see morethan turrets,” said Granny. “| think we' d better have alook at this, Gytha.”
Therewas never any noisein the deeping castle, except in the late summer when ripe berriesfell off the
bramble vines and burst softly on the floor. And sometimes birds would try to nest in the thorn thickets

that now filled the throne room from floor to ceiling, but they never got very far before they, too, fell
adeep. Apart from that, you' d need very keen hearing indeed to hear the growth of shoots and the

opening of buds.
It had been like thisfor ten years. There was no sound in the -
“Open up there!”
“Bony fidy travellers seeking sucker!”

- no sound in the -

“Here, giveusaleg up, Magrat. Right. Now . . .”
Therewas atinkle of broken glass.
“Y ou've broken their window!”

- not asound in the -

“You'll haveto offer to pay for it, you know.”



The castle gate swung open dowly. Nanny Ogg peered around it at the other two witches, while pulling
thorns and burrsfrom her hair.

“It' sbloody disgusting in here,” she said. “ There’ s people adeep dl over the place with spiders websdl
over ‘em. You wereright, Esme. There' s been magic going on.”

The witches pushed their way through the overgrown castle. Dust and leaves had covered the carpets.

Y oung sycamores were making a spirited attempt to take over the courtyard. Vines festooned every
wadl.

Granny Westherwax pulled adumbering soldier to hisfeet. Dust billowed off his clothes.

“Wake up,” she demanded.

“Fzhtft,” said the soldier, and dumped back.

“It'slikethat everywhere,” said Magrat, fighting her way through athicket of bracken that was growing
up from the kitchen regions. “ There' sthe cooks al snoring and nothing but mould in the pots! There's
even mice adeep in the pantry!”

“Hmm,” said Granny. “Ther€ || be aspinning whed & the bottom of dl this, you mark my words.”

“A Black Alissjob?’ said Nanny Ogg.

“Lookslikeit,” said Granny. Then she added, quietly, “Or someone like her.”

“Now there was awitch who knew how storiesworked,” said Nanny. “ She used to bein as many as
three of ‘em at once.”

Even Magrat knew about Black Aliss. She was said to have been the greatest witch who ever lived - not
exactly bad, but so powerful it was sometimes hard to tell the difference. When it cameto sending
palacesto deep for ahundred years or getting princesses to spin straw into Glod, no-one did it better
than Black Aliss.

“I met her once,” said Nanny, asthey climbed the castle’ s main staircase, which was a cascade of Old
Man’s Trousers. “Old Déliria Skibbly took me to see her once, when | wasagirl. Of course, shewas
getting pretty . . . eccentric by then. Gingerbread houses, that kind of thing.” She spoke sadly, asone
might talk about an elderly relative who' d taken to wearing her underwear outside her clothes.

“That must have been before those two children shut her up in her own oven?” said Magrat, untangling
her deevefrom abriar.

“Yeah. Sad, that. | mean, shedidn't redlly ever eat anyone,” said Nanny. “Well. Not often. | mean,
therewastalk, but. . .”

“That' swhat happens,” said Granny. “Y ou get too involved with stories, you get confused. Y ou don't
know what' sredlly red and what isv't. And they get you in the end. They send you weird in the head. |
don’t like stories. They'renot redl. | don't likethingsthat ain't redl.”

She pushed open adoor.



“Ah. A chamber,” she said sourly. “Could even be abower.”

“Doesn't the stuff grow quickly!” said Magrat.

“Part of thetime spdl,” said Granny. “Ah. There sheis. Knew there' d be someone somewhere.”
Therewas afigure lying on abed, in athicket of rose bushes.

“And there sthe spinning whedl,” said Nanny, pointing to ashapejust visbleinaclump of ivy.
“Don’'t touchit!” said Granny.

“Don’t worry, I'll pick it up by the treadle and pitch it out of the window.”

“How do you know dl this?’ said Magrat.

“*Cosit’'sarura myth,” said Nanny. “It' s happened lots of times.”

Granny Weeatherwax and Magrat |ooked down at the deeping figure of agirl of about thirteen, amost
dlvery under the dust and pollen.

“lsn’'t she pretty,” sighed Magrat, the generous-hearted.

From behind them came the crash of a spinning whedl on some distant cobbles, and then Nanny Ogg
appeared, brushing her hands.

“Seen it happen adozen times,” she said.
“Noyouan't,” sad Granny.

“Once, anyway,” said Nanny, unabashed. “And | heard about it dozens of times. Everyone has. Rura
myth, like | said. Everyone s heard about it happening in their cousin’sfriend’ s neighbour’ svillage - *

“That's because it does,” said Granny.

Granny picked up the girl’ swrist.

“She' sadegp because she' ll have got a- “ Nanny said.
Granny turned.

“I' know, | know. | know, right? | know aswell asyou. You think | don’'t know?" She bent over the
limp hand. “That' sfairy godmothering, thisis,” she added, half to hersdf. “ Always do it impressively.
Always meddling, alwaystrying to bein control! Hah! Someone got abit of poison? Send everyoneto
deep for ahundred years! Do it the easy way. All thisfor one prick. Asif that was the end of the world.”
She paused. Nanny Ogg was standing behind her. There was no possible way she could have detected
her expression. “ Gytha?’

“Yes, Esme?’ said Nanny Ogg innocently.



“I can fed you grinnin’. Y ou can save the tu’ penny-ha penny psycholology for them aswantsit.”
Granny shut her eyes and muttered afew words.

“Shdl | usemy wand?’ said Magrat hesitantly.

“Don’t you dare,” said Granny, and went back to her muttering.

Nanny nodded. “ She' s definitely getting abit of colour back,” she said.

A few minuteslater the girl opened her eyes and stared up blearily at Granny Weatherwax.

“Timeto get up,” said Granny, in an unusudly cheerful voice, “you’ re missing the best part of the
decade.”

The girl tried to focus on Nanny, then on Magrat, and then looked back at Granny Westherwax.
“You?' shesad.

Granny raised her eyebrows and looked at the other two.

“Me?

“You are- dill here?

“Sll?’ sad Granny. “Never been here beforein my life, Miss”

“But - “ the girl looked bewildered. And frightened, Magrat noticed.

“I'm likethat mysdlf in the mornings, dear,” said Nanny Ogg, taking the girl’ s other hand and patting it.
“Never at my best till I’'ve had a cup of tea. | expect everyone ese'll be waking up any minute. Of
coursg, it'll take ‘em awhileto clean therats nests out of the kettles - Esme?’

Granny was staring at a dust-covered shape on thewall.

“Meddling . . .” shewhispered.

“What' sup, Esme?’

Granny Wesatherwax strode across the room and wiped the dust off a huge ornate mirror.

“Hah!” she said, and spun around. “We Il be going now,” she said.

“But | thought we were going to have arest. | mean, it'snearly dawn,” said Magrat.

“No sensein outstaying our welcome,” said Granny, as she left the room.

“But we haven'tevenhad a. . .” Magrat began. She glanced at the mirror. It wasabig ova one, inagilt

frame. It looked perfectly normal. It wasn't like Granny Weatherwax to be frightened of her own
reflection.



“She'sin one of her moods again,” said Nanny Ogg. “Come on. No sensein staying here.” She patted
the bewildered princess on the head. “ Cheerio, Miss. A couple of weekswith abroom and an axe and
you' |l soon have the old place looking like new.”

“Shelooked asif sherecognized Granny,” said Magrat, asthey followed the stiff hurrying figure of Esme
Weather-wax down the stairs.

“Well, we know she doesn't, don’'t we,” said Nanny Ogg. “ Esme has never been in these partsin her
life”

“But | fill don't seewhy we haveto rush off,” Magrat perssted. “I expect people will bejolly grateful
that we' ve broken the spell and everything.”

The rest of the palace was waking up. They jogged past guards staring in amazement at their

cobwebbed uniforms and the bushes that were growing everywhere. Asthey crossed the forested
courtyard an older man in faded robes staggered out of adoorway and leaned against thewall, trying to
get his bearings. Then he saw the accelerating figure of Granny Wegtherwax.

“You?' he shouted, and, “Guarddl”

Nanny Ogg didn’t hesitate. She snatched Magrat’ s e bow and broke into arun, catching up with Granny
Weatherwax at the castle gates. A guard who was better at mornings than his colleague staggered
forward and made an attempt to bar their way with his pike, but Granny just pushed at it and swivelled
him around gently.

Then they were outside and running for the broomsticks leaning against a convenient tree. Granny
snatched a hers without stopping and, for once, it fired up on aimost the first attempt.

An arrow whiffled past her hat and stuck in abranch.

“I don't cdl that gratitude,” said Magrat, as the brooms glided up and over the trees.
“A lot of people are never at their best just after waking up,” said Nanny.
“Everyone seemed to think they knew you. Granny,” said Magrat.
Granny’sbroomstick jerked in the wind.

“They didn’'t!” she shouted. “ They never saw me before, dl right?’

They flew on in troubled silence for awhile.

Then Magrat, who in Nanny Ogg's opinion had an innocent talent for treading on dangerous ground,
sad: “1 wonder if we did theright thing? I’ m sure it was ajob for ahandsome prince.”

“Hah!” said Granny, who wasriding ahead. “ And what good would that be? Cutting your way through a
bit of brambleis how you can tell he'sgoing to be agood husband, isit? That’ sfairy godmotherly
thinking, that isl Goin’ around inflicting happy endings on people whether they wants them or not, eh?”

“There' snothing wrong with happy endings,” said Magrat hotly.



“Ligten, happy endingsisfineif they turn out happy,” said Granny, glaring a the sky. “ But you can't
make ‘em for other people. Like the only way you could make ahappy marriageisby cuttin’ their heads
off assoon asthey say “1 do”, yes? Y ou can’'t make happiness. . .”

Granny Weatherwax stared at the distant city.

“All you cando,” shesad, “ismake an ending.”

They had bregkfast in aforest clearing. It was grilled pumpkin. The dwarf bread was brought out for
ingpection. But it was miraculous, the dwarf bread. No-one ever went hungry when they had some dwarf
bread to avoid. Y ou only had to look at it for amoment, and instantly you could think of dozens of things
you' d rather eat. Y our boots, for example. Mountains. Raw sheep. Y our own foot.

Then they tried to get some deep. At least, Nanny and Magrat did. But al it meant was that they lay
awake and listened to Granny Weatherwax muttering under her breath. They’ d never seen her o upset.

Afterwards, Nanny suggested that they walk for awhile. It wasanice day, she said. Thiswasan
interesting kind of forest, she said, with lots of new herbswhich could do with bein’ looked &t.
Everyone d fed better for agtroll in the sunshine, she said. It' d improve their tempers.

And it was, indeed, aniceforest. After haf an hour or s0, even Granny Weatherwax was prepared to
admit that in certain respectsit wasn't totally foreign and shoddy. Magrat wandered off the path
occasionadly, picking flowers. Nanny even sang afew verses of ‘ A Wizard' s Staff Has A Knob On The
End’ with no more than a couple of token protests from the other two.

But there was still something wrong. Nanny Ogg and Magrat could fed something between them and
Granny Wesetherwax, some sort of mental wall, something important deliberately hidden and unsaid.
Witches usudly had few secrets from one another, if only because they were dl so nosy that there was
never any chanceto have secrets. It was worrying.

And then they turned a corner by a stand of huge oak trees and met the little girl in thered cloak.

She was skipping dong in the middle of the path, Snging asong that was smpler and agood ded
cleaner than any in Nanny Ogg’ srepertoire. She didn’t see the witches until she was dmost on top of
them. She stopped, and then smiled innocently.

“Hello, old women,” shesaid.

“Ahem,” said Magrat.

Granny Weatherwax bent down.

“What' re you doing out in theforest dl by yoursdf, young lady?’

“I"'m taking this basket of goodiesto my granny,” said the girl.

Granny straightened up, afaraway ook in her eyes.

“Esme,” said Nanny Ogg urgently.

“I know. | know,” said Granny.



Magrat leaned down and set her facein the idiot grimace generdly used by adultswho'd love to be
good with children and don’'t stand adog’ s chance of ever achieving it. “Er. Tell me, Miss. . . did your
mother tell you to watch out for any bad wolves that might happen to bein the vicinity?”

“That’sright.”

“Andyour granny . . ."” said Nanny Ogg. “| guess she' sabit bed-bound at the moment, right?’

“That’ swhy I’ m taking her this basket of goodies- “ the child began.

“Thought s0.”

“Do you know my granny?’ said the child.

“Ye-ess” said Granny Westherwax. “In away.”

“It happened over Skund way when | wasagirl,” said Nanny Ogg quietly. “ They never even found the
gran-*“

“And whereisyour granny’s cottage, little girl?” said Granny Wesatherwax loudly, nudging Nanny
sharply intheribs.

Thegirl pointed up asidetrack.

“Y ou're not the wicked witch, areyou?’ she said.

Nanny Ogg coughed.

“Me?No. We're- we're-* Granny began.

“Fairies,” said Magrat.

Granny Weatherwax’ s mouth dropped open. Such an explanation would never have occurred to her.

“Only my mummy warned me about the wicked witch too,” said the girl. She gave Magrat a sharp look.
“What kind of fairies?’

“Er. Flower fairies?’ said Magrat. “L ook, I’ ve got awand -*
“Which ones?’

“What?’

“Which flowers?”

“Er,” said Magrat. “Wdl. I'm. .. Fairy Tulipand that's.. . .” she avoided looking directly at Granny, “. .
.Fairy...Dasy...andthisis...”

“Fairy Hedgehog,” said Nanny Ogg.



This addition to the supernatura pantheon was given duc consideration.

“You can't be Fairy Hedgehog,” said the child, after some thought. “ A hedgehog’ s not aflower.”
“How do you know?’

“ 'Cosit’sgot spikes.”

“So'shaolly. And thistles”

“Oh.”

“And I’vegot awand,” said Magrat. Only now did sherisk alook at Fairy Daisy.

“We ought to be getting dlong,” said Granny Wesether-wax. “ Y ou just say here with Fairy Tulip, | think
it was, and wée'll just go and make sure your granny’sal right. All right?”

“I betit’snot areal wand,” said the child, ignoring her and facing Magrat with achild’ sunerring ability to
find awesk link inany chain. “1 bet it can't turn thingsinto things.”

“Wadll - “ Magrat began.

“I bet,” said thegirl, “1 bet you can't turn that tree stump over thereinto.. . . into.. . . into a pumpkin.
Haha, bet you anything you can't. Bet you atrillion dollars you can't turn that stump into apumpkin.”

“I can seethetwo of you are going to get dong fine,” said Fairy Hedgehog. “Wewon't belong.”
Two broomsticks skimmed low above the forest path.

“Could just be coincidence,” said Nanny Ogg.

“‘Tant,” said Granny. “The child even hasared cloak on!”

“I had ared cloak when | wasfifteen,” said Nanny.

“Yes, but your granny lived next door. Y ou didn’t have to worry about wolves when you visited her,”
sad Granny.

“Except old Sumpkins the lodger.”
“Yes, but that was just coincidence.”

A trail of blue smoke drifted among the trees ahead of them. Somewhere away to one side there wasthe
sound of afdling tree.

“Woodcutters!” said Nanny. “It' sall right if there swoodcutters! One of them rushesin -

“That’ sonly what children get told,” said Granny, asthey sped onwards. “ Anyway, that’ s no good to
the grandmother, isit? She' sdready been et!”

“1 dways hated that story,” said Nanny. “No-one ever cares what happens to poor defencelessold



women.”

The path vanished abruptly on the edge of aglade. Hemmed in by the treeswas a straggly kitchen
garden, in which afew pathetic stalks fought for what little sun there was. In the middle of the garden was
what had to be athatched cottage becauise no-one would build a haystack that badly.

They legpt off the broomsticks, leaving them to drift to ahalt in the bushes, and hammered on the
cottage door.

“We could betoo late,” said Nanny. “Thewaolf might - *

After awhile there was the muffled sound of someone shuffling across the floor within, and then the door
opened acrack. A suspicious eyewasvishblein the gloom.

“Yes?' sad asmal and quavering voice from somewhere beneath the eye.

“Areyou grandmother?” Granny Weatherwax demanded.

“Areyou the taxgatherers, dear?’

“No, ma am, we're- “

“-faries,” said Fairy Hedgehog quickly.

“1 don’'t open the door to people | don’t know, dear,” said the voice, and then it took on adightly
petulant tone. * ‘ Specidly people who never does the washing up even after | leaves out abowl of nearly
freshmilk for ‘em.”

“We' d liketo tak to you for afew minutes,” said Fairy Daisy.

“Y es? Have you got any identification, dear?’

“I know we' ve got theright grandmother,” said Fairy Hedgehog. “ There safamily likeness. She'sgot
big ears”

“Look, it'snot her that’ s got the big ears,” snapped Fairy Daisy. “1t'll be the wolf that’ s got big ears.
That’ sthe whole point. Don't you ever pay attention?”

The grandmother watched them with interest. After alifetime of believing in them she was seeing fairies
for thefirst time, and it was an experience. Granny Weatherwax caught her perplexed expresson.

“Put it likethis, ma am,” she said, in adespoticaly reasonable tone of voice, “how would you liketo be
egten dive by awolf?’

“I don’'t think 1 would like that, dear, no,” said the hidden grandmother.
“Thedternative' sus” sad Granny.
“Lawks. Areyou sure?’

“On our word asfairies,” said Fairy Hedgehog.



“Well. Redly? All right. Y ou can comein. But none of your tricks. And mind you do the washing up.
Y ou haven't got a pot of gold about you, have you?’

“That'spixies, ign'tit?’

“No, they’ rethe onesin wells. It's goblins she means.”

“Don’t be daft. They’ re the ones you get under bridges.”

“That strolls. Everyone knowsthat’ strolls.”

“Not us, anyway.”

“Oh,” said the grandmother. “1 might have known.”

Magrat liked to think she was good with children, and worried that shewas’t. She didn’t like them very
much, and worried about thistoo. Nanny Ogg seemed to be effortlesdy good with children by dternately
and randomly giving them either aswest or athick ear, while Granny Westherwax ignored them for most
of the time and that seemed to work just aswell. Whereas Magrat cared. It didn’t seem fair.

“Bet you amillion trillion zillion dollars you can't turn that bush into a pumpkin,” said the child.

“But, look, al the others got turned into pumpkins,” Magrat pointed out.

“It’ sbound not to work sooner or later,” said the child placidly.

Magrat looked helplesdy at the wand. She' d tried everything- wishing, sub-vocaizing and even, when
she' d thought the other witches were out of earshot, banging it against things and shouting, “ Anything but

pumpking!”
“You don't know how to doiit redlly, do you,” stated the child.

“Tel me” said Magrat, “you said your mummy knows about the big bad wolf in the woods, didn’t
you?’

“That'sright.”

“But nevertheless she sent you out by yoursdf to take those goodiesto your granny?’

“That’ sright. Why?’

“Nothing. Just thinking. And you owe meamillion trillion zillion squillion dollars”

There s a certain freemasonry about grandmothers, with the added benefit that no-one hasto stand on
oneleg or recite any oathsin order to join. Once inside the cottage, and with a kettle on the boil, Nanny
Ogg was quite at home. Greebo stretched out in front of the meagre fire and dozed off asthe witches

tried to explain.

“1 don’t see how awolf can get in here, dear,” said the grandmother kindly. “I mean, they’ re wolves.
They can’t open doors.”



Granny Weatherwax twitched asde arag of curtain and glared out at the clearing.
“Weknow,” shesaid.

Nanny Ogg nodded towards the little bed in an a cove by the fireplace.

“Istha where you dways degp?’ shesaid.

“When I’ m fedling poorly, dear. Other times| degpsintheattic.”

“| should get dong up there now, if | was you. And take my cat up with you, will you? We don’t want
him getting in theway.”

“Isthisthe bit where you clean the house and do dl the washing for a saucer of milk?” said the
grandmother hopefully.

“Could be. Y ou never know.”
“Funny, dear. | was expecting you to be shorter - “
“Weget out inthefresh air alot,” said Nanny. “ Off you go now.”

That |eft the two of them. Granny Weatherwax looked around the cave-like room. The rushes on the
floor were well on the way to composthood. Soot encrusted the cobwebs on the ceiling.

The only way housawork could be donein this place was with ashovel or, for preference, a match.

“Funny, redly,” said Nanny, when the old woman had climbed the rickety stairs. “ She' syounger’ n me.
Mind you, | take exercise.”

“Y ou never took exercisein your life,” said Granny Weetherwax, still watching the bushes. *Y ou never
did anything you didn’t want to do.”

“That' swhat | mean,” said Nanny happily. “Look, Esme, | till say thiscould al bejust -
“Itain’'t! | canfed the story. Someone' s been making stories happen in these parts, | know it.”
“And you know who, too. Don't you, Esme?’ said Nanny dyly.

She saw Granny look around wildly at the grubby walls.

“I reckon she' stoo poor to afford amirror,” said Nanny. “I ain't blind, Esme. And | know mirrors and
fairy godmothers go together. So what' s going on?’

“l an't saying. | don’'t want to look afoal if I'mwrong. I’'m not going to - there' s something coming!”
Nanny Ogg pressed her nose againgt the dirty window.

“Can’'t seeanything.”



“The bushes moved. Get into the bed!”
“Me? 1 thought it was you who was going into the bed!”
“Can’'t imaginewhy you' d think that.”

“No. Cometo think of it, neither can1,” said Nanny wearily. She picked up the floppy mob-cap from
the bedpogt, put it on, and did under the patchwork quilt.

“ “Ere, thismattressis stuffed with straw!”

“Youwon't haveto lieonit for long.”

“It prickles And | think there' sthingsinit.”

Something bumped against thewall of the house. The witchesfdl silent.

There was a snuffling noise under the back door.

“Y ou know,” whispered Nanny, asthey waited, “the scullery’ sterrible. There' sno firewood. And
there’ shardly any food. And there’ sajug of milk that’'s practically on the march —

Granny sidled quickly across the room to the fireplace, and then back to her station by the front door.

After amoment there was ascrabbling at the latch, asif it was being operated by someone who was
unfamiliar either with doors or with fingers.

The door creaked open dowly.

There was an overwhelming smell of musk and wet fur.

Uncertain footsteps tottered across the floor and towards the figure huddling under the bedclothes.
Nanny raised the mob-cap’ sfloppy frill just enough to see out.

“Wotcha,” she said, and then, “Oh, blimey, | never redlized you had teeth that big - “

Granny Wesatherwax pushed the door shut and stepped forward briskly. The wolf spun around, a paw
raised protectively.

“Nooasaaaw!”

Granny hesitated for asecond, and then hit it very hard on the head with a cast-iron frying pan.
Thewolf crumpled.

Nanny Ogg swung her legs out of the bed.

“When it happened over Skund way they said it was awerewolf or something, and | thought, no,
werewolvesaren't likethat,” shesaid. “1 never thought it was ared wolf. Gave me quite aturn, that.”



“Real wolvesdon’'t walk on their hind legs and open doors,” said Granny Weatherwax. “Come on, help
meget it outsde.”

“Took me right back, seeing agreat big hairy dathering thing heading towardsme,” said Nanny, picking
up one end of the stunned creature. “ Did you ever meet old Sumpkins?’

It was, indeed, a normal-looking wolf, except thet it was alot thinner than most. Ribs showed plainly
under the skin and the fur was matted. Granny hauled abucket of cloudy water from the well next to the
privy and poured it over its head.

Then she sat down on atree stump and watched it carefully. A few birds sang, high in the branches.
“It gpoke,” shesaid. “It triedto say “no”.”

“| wondered about that,” said Nanny. “Then | thought maybe | wasimagining things.”

“No point inimagining anything,” said Granny. “ Things are bad enough asthey are.”

Thewolf groaned. Granny handed the frying pan to Nanny Ogg.

After awhile shesaid, “I think I’'m going to have alook insdeits head.”

Nanny Ogg shook her head. “1 wouldn’t do that, if | wasyou.”

“I’m the onewho' sme, and I’ ve got to know. Just you stand by with the frying pan.”

Nanny shrugged.

Granny concentrated.

Itisvery difficult to read ahuman mind. Most humans are thinking about so many things at any given
moment that it isamost impossible to pick out one stream in the flood.

Anima minds are different. Far less cluttered. Carnivore minds are easiest of dl, especidly before medls.
Coloursdon't exist in the mental world, but, if they did, a hungry carnivore mind would be hot and purple
and sharp asan arrow. And herbivore minds are smple, too - coiled silver springs, poised for flight.

But thiswas't any kind of norma mind. It was two minds.

Granny had sometimes picked up the mind of huntersin the forest, when she was sitting quietly of an
evening and letting her mind wander. Just occasiondly they felt likethis, or a least like afaint shadow of
this. Just occasiondly, when the hunter was about to make akill, the random streams of thought came
together. But thiswas different. Thiswas the opposite - thiswas cracked and crippled attempts at
cogitation peding away from the deek arrowhead of predatory intent. Thiswas a predatory mind trying
to think.

No wonder it was going mad.

She opened her eyes.

Nanny Ogg held the frying pan over her head. Her arm trembled.



“Wdl,” shesad, “who’ sthere?’

“I could do with aglass of water,” said Granny. Natura caution surfaced through the turmoil of her
mind. “Only not out of that well, mind you.”

Nanny relaxed alittle. When awitch started rummaging in someone else smind, you could never be sure
who was coming back. But Granny Weatherwax was the best. Magrat might dways be trying to find

hersdf, but Granny didn’t even understand the idea of the search. If she couldn’t find the way back to her
own head, there wasn't apath.

“There sthat milk in the cottage,” Nanny volunteered.

“What colour wasit again?’

“Wel ... ill fairly white.”

“Okay.”

When Nanny Ogg's back was safely turned Granny permitted hersaf asmall shudder.

She stared at the wolf, wondering what she could do for it. A normal wolf wouldn’t enter a cottage,

evenif it could open the door. Wolves didn’'t come near humans at al, except if there were alot of them

and it was the end of avery hard winter. And they didn’t do that because they were big and bad and
wicked, but because they were wolves.

Thiswolf wastrying to be human.

There was probably no cure.

“Here syour milk,” said Nanny Ogg.

Granny reached up and took it without looking.

“Someone made thiswolf think it was aperson,” she said. “They madeit think it was a person and then
they didn’t think any more about it. It happened afew years ago.”

“How do you know?’

“I've. .. gotitsmemories” said Granny. And ingtincts, too, she thought. She knew it’ d be some days
before she’ d stop wanting to chase dedges over the snow.

“Oh.”

“It’ sstuck between species. Initshead.”
“Canwehdpit?’ said Nanny.

Granny shook her head.

“It'sgone on for too long. It s habit now. And it' sstarving. It can't go oneway, it can't go t' other. It



can't act likeawolf, and it can’'t manage being ahuman. And it can't goonlikeitis”
She turned to face Nanny for the first time. Nanny took a step back.

“You can'timagine how it feds” she said. “Wandering around for years. Not capable of acting human,
and not ableto be awaolf. Y ou can’'t imagine how that fedls.”

“1 reckon maybe | can,” said Nanny. “In your face. Maybe | can. Who'd do that to a creature?’
“I’vegot my suspicions.”

They looked around.

Magrat was approaching, with the child. Beside them walked one of the woodcuitters.

“Hah,” said Granny. “Yes. Of course. There' saways got to be” - she spat the words - “a happy
ending.”

A paw tried to grip her ankle.

Granny Weatherwax |ooked down into the wolf’ sface.

“Preeees,” it growled. “ Annn enndinggg? Noaaaow?’

She knelt down, and took the paw.

“Yes?' shesaid.

“Yessssl”

She stood up again, al authority, and beckoned to the approaching trio.

“Mr Woodcutter?’ shesaid. “A jobforyou...”

The woodcutter never understood why the wolf laid its head on the stump so reedily.

Or why the old woman, the onein whom anger roiled like pearl barley in abubbling stew, inssted
afterwardsthat it be buried properly instead of skinned and thrown in the bushes. She had been very
indstent about thet.

And that was the end of the big bad wolf.

It was an hour later. Quite afew of the woodcutters had wandered up to the cottage, where there
seemed to be alot of interesting activity going on. Woodcutting is not ajob that normaly offersmuchin
the way of diverson.

Magrat was washing the floor with as much magica assistance as could be afforded by abucket of
soapy water and a scrubbing brush. Even Nanny Ogg, whose desultory interest in the proud role of
housewife had faded completely just as soon as her eldest daughter was old enough to hold a duster, was

cleaning thewadlls. The old grandmother, who wasn't entirely in touch with events, was anxioudy
following both of them around with asaucer of milk. Spiderswho had inherited the celling for generations



were urged gently but firmly out of the door.

And Granny Weatherwax was walking around the clearing with the head woodcuiter, abarrel-chested

young man who clearly thought he looked better in his studded lesther wristlets than was, in fact, the
case.

“It' sbeen around for years, right?” he said. “ Always lurking around the edges of villages and that.”
“And you never tried talking to it?” said Granny.
“Tdktoit? It sawoalf, right?Y ou don’t talk to wolves. Animascan't talk.”

“Hmm. | see. And what about the old woman? There' salot of you woodcutters. Did you ever, you
know, drop into see her?’

“Huh?No fear!”

“Why?

The head woodcutter leaned forward conspiratorialy.

“Wadll, they say she' sawitch, right?”

“Redly?’ said Granny. “How do you know?’

“She'sgot dl thedgns, right?’

“What Sgns are those?’

The woodcutter was pricked by adight uneasiness.

“Wdl ...shes. .. shelivesdl by hersdf in the wood, right?”

“Yes...?

“And...and...she' sgot ahook nose and she' s dways muttering to hersdlf. . .”
“Yes...?

“And she' sgot no teeth, right?’

“Lawks,” said Granny. “| can see where you wouldn’t want to be having with the likes of her, right?’
“Right!” said the woodcutter, relieved.

“Quitelikely turn you into just about anything as soon aslook at you, right?” Granny stuck her finger in
her ear and twiddled it reflectively.

“They can do that, you know.”

“I bet they can. | bet they can,” said Granny. “Makes me glad there' sal you big strong lads around.



Teh, tch. Hmm. Can | have alook at your chopper, young man?’

He handed over hisaxe. Granny sagged dramatically as she grasped it. There were still traces of wolf
blood on the blade.

“Deary me, it sabig one,” shesaid. “And you' re good with this, | expect.”
“Won the silver belt two years running at the forest revels,” said the woodcutter proudly.

“Two years running? Two years running? Lawks. That isgood. That's very good. And here' s me hardly
abletoliftit.” Granny grasped the axe in one hand and swung it inexpertly. The woodcutter jumped
backwards as the blade whirred past his face and then buried itself aquarter of aninch degpin atree.

“Sorry about that,” said Granny Wegatherwax. “ Aren't | adaft old woman! Never was any good with
anything technica!”

He grinned at her, and tried to pull the axe free.
He sank to hisknees, hisface suddenly white.
Granny leaned down until shewaslevel with hisear.

“Y ou could have seen to the old woman,” she said quietly. “Y ou could have talked to the wolf. But you
didn't, right?’

Hetried to speak, but histeeth didn’t seem to want to part.

“I can seeyou're very sorry about al that,” she said. “I can seeyou're seein’ the error of your ways. |
bet you can't wait to be up and repairing her cottage for her, and getting the garden back in good order,
and seeing she has fresh milk every day and agood supply of wood, right? In fact | wouldn’t be
surprised if you wasn't generous enough to build her anew cottage, with aproper well an’ all.
Somewhere near the village so she don't haveto live done, right? 'Y ou know, | can see the future
sometimesand | just know that’ swhat’ sgoin’ to happen, right?’

Swest ran off hisface. Now hislungs didn’t seem to be operating, either.

“An’ | knowsyou'regoin’ to keep your word, and I'm so pleased about it that I’ m going to make sure
you're especidly lucky,” said Granny, her voice ill in the same pleasant monotone. “I knowsit can bea
dangerous job, woodchoppin’. People can get hurt. Trees can accidentally fall on ‘em, or the top of their
chopper can suddenly come off and cut their head open.” The woodcutter shuddered as Granny went on:
“Sowhat I’'m goin’ to do isalittle spell to make sure that none of this ‘ gppensto you. On account of me
ben so grateful. Because of you hdpin’ the old lady. Right? Just nod.”

He managed to move his head afraction. Granny Weatherwax smiled.

“Therel” she said, standing up and brushing a speck of leafmould off her dress. “Y ou see how swest life
can be, if wedl helps one another?’

The witches|eft around lunchtime. By then the old woman's garden wasfull of people, and theair with
the sound of sawing and hammering. News like Granny Weetherwax travels fast. Three woodcutters
were digging over the vegetable plot, two more were fighting to clean the chimney, and four of them were



halfway down anew well that was being dug with impressive speed.

The old grandmother, who was till the kind of person who hangs on to oneideauntil another one
didodgesit by force, was running out of saucersto put themilk in.

The witches sneaked away in dl the busyness.

“There,” said Magrat, asthey strolled down the path, “it just goes to show how peoplewill pitchin and
help, if only someone sets an example. Y ou don't haveto bully people dl the time, you know.”

Nanny Ogg glanced a Granny.

“1 saw you taking to the head woodcutter,” she said. “What was you talking about?’
“Sawdugt,” said Granny.

“Oh, yes?’

“One of thewoodcutterstold me,” said Magrat, “that there' s been other odd things happening in this
forest. Animas acting human, he said. There used to be afamily of bearsliving not far away.”

“Nothing unusua about afamily of bearsliving together,” said Nanny. “They’ re very convivid animas.”
“In acottage?’

“Thet’ sunusud.”

“That' swhat | mean,” said Magrat.

“You'd definitely fed abit awkward about going round to borrow a cup of sugar,” said Nanny. “I
expect the neighbours had something to say about it.”

“Yes” sad Magrat. “ They said “oink”.”

“What' d they say “oink” for?’

“Because they couldn’'t say anything else. They were pigs.”

“We had people like that next door when welived a - “ Nanny began.

“I mean pigs. Y ou know. Four legs? Curly tail? What pork is beforeit’ s pork? Pigs.”
“Can't sseanyone letting pigslivein acottage,” said Granny.

“He sad they didn’'t. The pigs built their own. There were three of them. Little pigs”
“What happened to them?’ said Nanny.

“Thewalf ate them. They were the only animals stupid enough to let him get near them, apparently.
Nothing was found of them except their spirit level.”



“That' sashame.”

“The woodcutter saysthey didn’t build very good houses, mind you.”
“Well, it'sonly to be expected. What with the trottersand all,” said Nanny.
“He saysthe roof leaks something dreadful, right over hisbed.”
Thewitcheswalked onin silence.

“I remember hearing once,” said Nanny, with the occasiona glance at Granny Weatherwax, “ about
some ole enchantressin history who lived on an idand and turned shipwrecked sallorsinto pigs.”

“That’ saterrible thing to do,” said Magrat, on cue.

“I supposeit’sdl according to what you redly are, ingde,” said Nanny. “I mean, look at Greebo here.”
Greebo, curled around her shoulderslike asmély fur, purred. “He s practicaly ahuman.”

“You dotak alot of tosh, Gytha,” said Granny Westherwax.

“That's‘ cos peoplewon’t tell mewhat they redlly think isgoing on,” said Nanny Ogg, grimly.

“| said I’'m not sure,” said Granny.

“Y ou looked into the wolf’smind.”

“Yes. | did.”

“Well, then...”

Granny sighed. “ Someon€e' s been here before us. Passing through. Someone who knows about the
power of stories, and uses ‘em. And the stories have.. . . kind of hung around. They do that, when they
getfed...”

“What' d anyone want to do that for?” said Nanny.

“Practice,” said Granny.

“Practice? What for?’ said Magrat.

“I expect we'll find out presently,” said Granny gnomicaly.

“Y ou ought to tell mewhat you think,” said Magrat. “1 am the official godmother around here, you
know. | ought to betold things. Y ou’ ve got to tell methings.”

Nanny Ogg went chilly. Thiswasthe kind of emotional countryside with which shewas, as head Ogg,
extremely familiar. That sort of comment at this sort of timewaslike thetiny diding of snow off thetop
branch of atal tree high in the mountains during the thaw season. It was one end of a process that,
without adoubt, would end with adozen villages being engulfed. Whole branches of the Ogg family had
stopped talking to other branches of the Ogg family because of a‘ Thank you very much’ in the wrong
tones and the wrong place, and thiswas far worse.



“Now,” shesad hurriedly, “why don’'t we- “

“I don't have to explain anything,” said Granny Wesatherwax.

“But we' re supposed to be three witches,” said Magrat. “If you can cal uswitches,” she added.

“What do you mean by that, pray?’ said Granny.

“Pray?’ thought Nanny. Someone has ended a sentence with ‘pray?’ That' slike that bit when someone
hits someone else with a glove and then throws it on the floor. There’ s no going back when someone's
ended a sentence with ‘pray?’ But shetried, anyway.

“How about anice- *

Magrat plunged on with the brave desperation of someone dancing in the light of their burning bridges.
“Wdl,” shesad, “it seemsto me- “

“Yes?' sad Granny.

“It seemstome,” Magrat tried again, “that the only magic we doisdl, well, headology. Not what
anyone elsewould cdl magic. It'sjust glaring at people and tricking them. Taking advantage of their
gullibility. It wasn't what | expected when | set out to become awitch -*

“Andwho says,” said Granny Weatherwax, dowly and ddiberatdly, “that you’ ve become awitch now?’
“My word, the wind is getting up, perhaps we should - “ said Nanny Ogg.

“What did you say?’ said Magrat.

Nanny Ogg put her hand over her eyes. Asking someone to repest a phrase you' d not only heard very
clearly but were aso exceedingly angry about was around Defcon 11 in the lexicon of squabble.

“| should have thought my voice was clear enough,” said Granny. “I’ m very amazed my voice wasn't
clear enough. It sounded clear enough to me.”

“Looksahit gusty, why don't we- 7’

“Wall, | should just think | can be smug and bad-tempered and ill-considerate enough to be awitch,”
sadMagrat. “That'sal that’ srequired, isn't it?’

“lll-condderate? Me?’

“Y ou like people who need help, because when they need help they’ re weak, and hel ping them makes
you fed strong! What harm would abit of magic do?’

“Becauseit’d never stop a just abit, you stupid girl!”

Magrat backed off, her face flushed. She reached into her bag and pulled out adim volume, which she
flourished like aweapon.



“Stupid | may be,” she panted, “but a least I'm trying to learn things! Do you know the kind of things
people can use magic for? Not just illuson and bullying! There' s peoplein thisbook that can ... can. ..
walk on hot coals, and stick their handsin afire and not get hurt!”

“Chegp trickery!” said Granny.

“They redly can!”

“Impossible. No-one can do that!”

“It showsthey can control thingsl Magic' s got to be more than just knowing things and manipulating
people!”

“Oh?It' sdl wishing on stars and fairy dugt, isit? Making people happier?’

“There sgot to be some of that! Otherwise what' s the good of anything? Anyway. . . when | went to
Desderatd s cottage you were looking for the wand, weren’t you?’

“I just didn’t want it faling into the wrong handdl”

“Like any hands but yours, | expect!”

They glared & each other.

“Haven't you got any romancein your soul?’ said Magrat plaintively.

“No,” said Granny. “l ain't. And stars don’t care what you wish, and magic don’t make things better,
and no-one doesn't get burned who stickstheir hand in afire. If you want to amount to anything asa
witch, Magrat Garlick, you got to learn three things. What' sredl, what’ s not redl, and what’ sthe

difference-*“

“And aways get the young man’s name and address,” said Nanny. “It worked for me every time. Only
joking,” she said, asthey both glared at her.

Thewind wasrising, here on the edge of the foret. Bits of grass and leaves whirled through the air.

“WEe re going theright way, anyway,” said Nanny madly, seeking anything that would be adisiraction.
“Look. It says* Genua’ on the sgnpost.”

It did indeed. It was an old, worm-eaten signpost right on the edge of the forest. The end of the arm had
been carved into the likeness of apointing finger.

“A proper road, too,” Nanny burbled on. The row cooled a bit, smply because both sides were not
talking to each other. Not smply not exchanging voca communication - that’ sjust an absence of
gpesking. Thiswent right through that and out the other side, into the horrible glowering worlds of Not
Taking to One Another.

“Ydlow bricks,” said Nanny. “Whoever heard of anyone making aroad out of yellow bricks?’

Magrat and Granny Weatherwax stood |ooking in opposite directions with their arms folded.



“Brightensthe place up, | suppose,” said Nanny. On the horizon, Genua sparkled in the middle of some
more greenery. In between, the road dipped into awide valey dotted with little villages. A river snaked
through them on the way to the city.

Thewind whipped at their skirts.

“WEe ll never fly inthis” said Nanny, still womanfully trying to make enough conversation for three
people.

“Sowe Il walk, then, eh?’ she said, and added, because there’ sa spark of spitefulness even in innocent
soulslike Nanny Ogg's, “ Singing as we go, how about it?’

“I’'m sureit’snot my place to mind what anyone choosesto do,” said Granny. “It’ s nothing to do with
me. | expect some people with wands and big ideas might have something to say.”

“Huh!” said Magrat.

They st off dong the brick road towards the distant city, in single file with Nanny Ogg asakind of
mobile buffer statein themiddle.

“What some people need,” said Magrat, to theworld in generd, “isabit more heart.”

“What some people need,” said Granny Weatherwax, to the stormy sky, “isalot more brain.”
Then she clutched at her hat to stop the wind from blowing it off.

What | need, thought Nanny Ogg fervently, isadrink.

Three minutes later afarmhouse dropped on her head.

By thistime the witches were well spaced out. Granny Weatherwax was striding along in front, Magrat
was sulking along at the rear, and Nanny wasin the middle.

Asshesad afterwards, it wasn't even asif shewas singing. It wasjust that one moment therewas a
small, plump witch, and the next there was the collgpsing remains of awooden farmhouse.

Granny Westherwax turned and found herself looking at a crumbling, unpainted front door. Magrat
nearly walked into aback door of the same grey, bleached wood.

There was no sound but the crackle of settling timber.

“Gytha?’ said Granny.

“Nanny?’ said Magrat.

They both opened their doors.

It was avery smple design of house, with two downstairs rooms separated by a front-to-back

passageway. In the middle of the passageway, surrounded by shattered and termite-ridden floor-boards,
under the pointy hat that had been rammed down to her chin, was Nanny Ogg. Therewas no sign of



Greebo.

“Wha happened?’ she said. “Wha happened?’

“A farmhouse dropped on your head,” said Magrat.

“Oh. One o’ themthings,” said Nanny vaguely.

Granny gripped her by the shoulders.

“Gytha? How many fingersam | holding up?’ she said urgently.
“Wha fingers?‘Sdl gonedark.”

Magrat and Granny gripped the brim of Nanny’shat and half lifted, half unscrewed it from her head. She
blinked at them.

“That’ sthe willow reinforcement,” she said, asthe pointy hat creaked back into shape like aresurrecting
umbrela Shewas swaying gently. “ Stop ahammer blow, a hat with willow reinforcement. All them
sruts, see. Digtributesthe force. | shal writeto Mr Vernissage.”

Magrat, bemused, looked around the little house.

“It just dropped out of the sky!” she said.

“Could have been abig tornado or something somewhere,” said Nanny Ogg. “Picked it up, see, then the
wind drops and down it comes. Y ou get funny things happening in high winds. Remember that big gae
we had last year? One of my henslaid the same egg four times.”

“She’ srambling,” said Magrat.

“Nol an't, that’sjust my normd talking,” said Nanny.

Granny Weatherwax peered into one of the rooms. “| suppose there wouldn’t be any food and drink
about the place?” she said.

“I think I could force mysdlf to drink some brandy,” said Nanny quickly.
Magrat peered up the sairs.

“Coo-ee” shecdled, in the strangled voice of someone who wantsto be heard without doing anything
S0 bad-mannered asraise their voice. “Isthere anyone here?’

Nanny, on the other hand, looked under the stairs. Greebo was a cowering ball of fur in acorner. She
hauled him out by the scruff of his neck and gave him adightly bewildered pat. Despite Mr Vernissage“s
millinery masterpiece, despite the worm-egten floor, and despite even the legendary thick skull of the
Oggs, shewas definitdly feding severa twinkles short of aglitter and suffering adight homesick-tinged
dip in her usud sunny nature. People didn’t hit you over the head with farmhouses back home.

“Y ou know, Greeho,” shesaid, “1 don’t think we' rein Lancre.”



“I’vefound some jam,” said Granny Weatherwax, from the kitchen.

It didn't take alot to cheer up Nanny Ogg. “That'sfine,” she called out. “1t’Il go nicely on the dwarf
bread.”

Magrat came into the room.

“I"’'m not sure we should be taking other peopl€e’ s provisons,” she said. “1 mean, this place must belong
to someone.”

“Oh. Did someone speak, Gytha?’ said Granny Wesather-wax archly.

Nanny rolled her eyes.

“| was merely saying, Nanny,” said Magrat, “that thisisn’t our property.”

“She saysit don't belong to us, Esme,” said Nanny.

“Tell anyone who wantsto know, Gytha, that it’ s like salvage from a shipwreck,” said Granny.
“She saysfinders keepers, Magrat,” said Nanny.

Something flickered past the window. Magrat went and peered out through the grimy pane.
“That' sfunny. There salot of dwarfs dancing round the house,” she said.

“Oh, yes?' said Nanny, opening a cupboard.

Granny diffened. “Arethey - | means, ask her if they’resinging,” she said.

“They Snging, Magrat?’

“I can hear something,” said Magrat. “ Sounds like “ Dingdong, dingdong”.”

“That' sadwarf song dl right,” said Nanny. “They’ re the only people who can makeahiho last dl day.”
“They seem very happy about it,” said Magrat doubtfully.

“Probably it was their farmhouse and they’ re glad to get it back.”

There was ahammering on the back door. Magrat opened it. A crowd of brightly dressed and
embarrassed dwarfs stepped back hurriedly and then peered up at her.

“Er,” said the one who was apparently the leader, “is. . . isthe old witch dead?’
“Which old witch?’ said Magrat.

The dwarf looked at her for awhile with his mouth open. He turned and had a whispered consultation
with his colleagues. Then he turned back.

“How many have you got?’



“There sachoice of two,” said Magrat. Shewasn't feeling in avery good mood and wasn't prompted
to aid the conversation more than necessary. Uncharacteristic nastiness made her add, “ Free for the

asking.”
“Oh.” Thedwarf consdered this. “Wel, which old witch did the house land on?’

“Nanny? No, she' snot dead. She' sjust abit stunned. But thanks al the samefor asking,” said Magrat.
“That’ svery kind of you.”

This seemed to puzzle the dwarfs. They went into ahuddle. There was alot of sotto voce arguing.

Then the head dwarf turned back to Magrat. He removed his helmet and turned it around and around
nervoudy in hishands.

“Er,” hesad, “can we have her boots?’

“What?’

“Her boots?’ said the dwarf, blushing. “Can we have them, please?’
“What do you want her bootsfor?’

The dwarf looked at her. Then he turned and went into a huddle with his colleagues again. He turned
back to Magrat.

“We'vejust got this. . . feding . . . that we ought to have her boots,” he said.

He stood there blinking.

“Wdll, I'll goand ask,” said Magrat. “But | don’t think she'll say yes.”

As she went to close the door the dwarf twiddled his hat some more.

“They areruby-coloured, aren’t they?’ he said.

“Wadll, they’rered,” sadd Magrat. “Isred dl right?’

“They’'ve got to bered.” All the other dwarfs nodded. “It'sno good if they’ re not red.”

Magrat gave him ablank ook and shut the door.

“Nanny,” she said dowly, when she was back in the kitchen, “there’ s some dwarfs outside who want
your boots.”

Nanny looked up. She'd found astaleloaf in a cupboard and was industrioudy chewing. It was amazing
what you'd et if the dternative was dwarf bread.

“What d'they want ‘emfor?’ shesaid.

“Didn't say. They just said they had afedling they want your boots.”



“That sounds highly suspiciousto me,” said Granny.

“Old Shaker Wigtley over Cred Springsway was adevil for boots,” said Nanny, putting down the
breadknife. “ Especialy black button boots. He used to collect ‘em. If he saw you going past in anew

pair he had to go and have alie-down.”

“I reckon that' s abit sophisticated for dwarfs,” said Granny.
“Maybe they want to drink out of ‘em,” said Nanny.

“What do you mean, drink out of them?’ said Magrat.
“Ah, well, that' swhat they do in foreign parts,” said Nanny. “They drink fizzy wine out of ladies boots.”

They dl looked down a Nanny’ s boots.

Not even Nanny could imagine what anyone would want to drink out of them, or what they would do
afterwards.

“My word. That’s even more sophigticated than old Shaker Wistley,” said Nanny reflectively.

“They seemed abit puzzled about it,” said Magrat.

“| expect they would be. It ain't often people get afeding they ought to go around pulling a decent
witch' sboots off. This sounds like another story flapping around. | think,” said Granny Weatherwax,

“that we ought to go and talk to these dwarfs.”
She strode out into the passageway and opened the door.

“Yes?' shedemanded.

The dwarfs backed away at the sight of her. Therewas alot of whispering and elbowing and muttered
commentsin the nature of ‘No, yew’, and ‘| asked last time' . Findly a dwarf was pushed forward. It

might have been the original dwarf. It was hard to tell, with dwarfs.
“Er,” hesad. “Er. Boots?’

“What for?’ said Granny.

The dwarf scratched its head. “Damned if | know,” he said. “We were just wondering about it
ourselves, “s matterofact. We were just coming off shift in the cod mine haf an hour ago, we saw the

farmhouseland on . .. onthewitch,an’ ... wdl. ..
“You just knew you had to run up and steal her boots?’ said Granny.

The dwarf’ sface widened into arelieved grin.

“That’sright!” he said. “ And sing the Ding-dong song. Only she was supposed to be squashed. No
offence meant,” he added quickly.



“It' sthe willow reinforcement,” said avoice behind Granny. “Worth itsweight in glod.”

Granny stared for awhile, and then smiled.

“I think you lads ought to comeingde,” shesad. “I’ ve got some questionsto ask you.”

The dwarfslooked very uncertain.

“Um,” said the spokesdwarf.

“Nervous of going into ahouse with witchesin it?” said Granny Weetherwax.

The spokesdwarf nodded, and then went red. Magrat and Nanny Ogg exchanged glances behind
Granny’ s back. Something had definitely gone wrong somewhere. In the mountains dwarfs certainly
weren't afraid of witches. The problem wasto stop them digging up your floor.

“Y ou’ ve been down from the mountainsfor sometime, | expect,” said Granny.

“Very promising seam of coa down here,” mumbled the spokesdwarf, twiddling his hat.

“Bet it'salong time since you' ve had proper dwarf bread, then,” said Granny.

The spokesdwarf’ s eyes misted over.

“Baked from the finest sone-ground grit, just like mother used to jump up and down oniit,” Granny
went on.

A sort of collective sigh went up from the dwarfs.

“Youjust can't get it down here,” said the spokesdwarf, to the ground. “It’ sthe water, or something. It
fdlsto bits after hardly any yearsat dl.”

“They putsflour init,” said someone behind him, sourly.
“It' sworse n that. The baker over in Genuaputsdried fruit init,” said another dwarf.

“Well, now,” said Granny, rubbing her hands together, “I may be ableto help you here. Could bel’ve
got some dwarf bread to spare.”

“Nah. Not proper dwarf bread,” said the spokesdwarf moodily. “Proper dwarf bread' s got to be
dropped in rivers and dried out and sat on and left and looked at every day and put away again. You just
can't get it down here”

“Thiscould be,” said Granny Weetherwax, “your lucky day.”

“To befrank,” said Nanny Ogg, “| think the cat pissed on some of it.”

The spokesdwarf looked up, his eyes aglow.

“Hot damn!”



Dear Jason et everybody,

Whet alife, al kinds of thing gain on, what with talkin wolves and women adegpin cadlles, | shall havea
story or two to tell you when | gets back and no mistake. Also, dont tawk to me about farmhouses,
which reminds me, please send somoneto Mr Vemissage over in Slice and present Mrs Ogg's
compluments and what a good hat he makes, he can say * As Approved by Nanny Ogg’, it stops 100%
of al known farmhouses, a0, if you writesto people saying how good their Stuff is sometimesyou get
free stuff, there could be anew hat in thisfor me so seetoit.

Lilith stepped out from her room of mirrors. Shadowy images of hersdlf trailed after her, fading.

Witches ought to be squashed when afarmhouse lands on them. Lilith knew that. All squashed, except
for their boots sticking out.

Sometimes she despaired. People just didn’t seem ableto play their parts properly.

She wondered whether there was such athing as the opposite of afairy godmother. Most things had
their opposite, after dl. If so, she wouldn't be abad fairy godmother, because that’ s just agood fairy

godmother seen from a different viewpoint.

The opposite would be someone who was poison to stories and, thought Lilith, quite the most evil
cresturein theworld.

Wil herein Genuawas one story no-one could stop. It had momentum, thisone. Try to stopitandit'd
absorb you, make you part of its plot. She didn’t have to do athing. The story would do it for her. And
she had the comfort of knowing that she couldn’t lose. After al, she wasthe good one.

She gtrolled along the battlements and down the stairs to her own room, where the two sisters were
waiting. They were good a waiting. They could St for hours without blinking.

The Duc refused even to be in the same room as them.

Their heads turned as she camein.

She' d never given them voices. It wasn't necessary. It was enough that they were beautiful and could be
made to understand.

“Now you must go to thehouse,” she said. “And thisis very important. Listen to me. Some people will
be coming to see Ellatomorrow. Y ou must let them do so, do you understand?’

They were watching her lips. They watched anything that moved.

“We shall need them for the story. It won't work properly unlessthey try to stop it. And afterwards. . .
perhaps| will giveyou voices. You'll likethat, won't you?’

They looked at one another, and then at her. And then at the cage in the corner of the room.

Lilith smiled, and reached in, and took out two white mice.



“The youngest witch might bejust your type,” shesaid. “I shal haveto seewhat | can do with her. And
now...open..."

The broomsticks drifted through the afternoon air.
For once, the witches weren’t arguing.

The dwarfs had been ataste of home. It would have done anyone' s heart good to see the way they just
sat and stared at the dwarf bread, asif consuming it with their eyes, which was the best way to consume
dwarf bread. Whatever it was that had driven them to seek ruby-coloured boots seemed to wear off
under its down-to-earth influence. As Granny said, you could look along way before you found anything
redler than dwarf bread.

Then she' d gone off doneto talk to the head dwarf.

Shewouldn't tell the otherswhat he' d told her, and they didn’t fedl bold enough to ask. Now sheflew a
little ahead of them.

Occasondly she'd mutter something like * Godmothersl” or ‘ Practisng!”

But even Magrat, who hadn’t had as much experience, could fee Genua now, as a barometer feesthe
air pressure. In Genua, stories cameto life. In Genua, someone set out to make dreams come true.

Remember some of your dreams?

Genuanestled on the delta of the Vieux river, which was the source of itswedth. And Genuawas
weslthy. Genua had once controlled the river mouth and taxed itstraffic in away that couldn’t be called
piracy because it was done by the city government, and therefore sound economics and perfectly al
right. And the swamps and | akes back in the delta provided the crawling, swimming and flying ingredients
of acuisinethat would have been world famousiif, as has dready been indicated, people travelled very
much.

Genuawastrich, lazy and unthreatened, and had once spent quite alot of timeinvolved in that specia
kind of civic politicsthat comes naturaly to some city states. For example, onceit had been ableto
afford the largest branch of the Assassins' Guild outside Ankh-Morpork, and its members were so busy
that you sometimes had to wait for months.

But the Assassins had all |eft years ago. Some things sicken even jackals.

The city came as a shock. From adistance, it looked like a complicated white crystal growing out of the
greens and browns of the swamp.

Closer to, it resolved into, firstly, an outer ring of smaller buildings, then an inner ring of large, impressve
white houses and, finally, at the very centre, apaace. It wastall and pretty and multi-turreted, like atoy
castle or some kind of confectionery extravaganza. Every dim tower looked designed to hold a captive
princess.

Magrat shivered. But then she thought of the wand. A godmother had respongbilities.

“Reminds me of another one of them Black Alissstories,” said Granny Weetherwax. “1 remember when
she locked up that girl with thelong pigtailsin atower just like one of them. Rumple-tiltzel or someone.”



“But shegot out,” said Magrat.
“Yes, it does you good to let your hair down,” said Nanny.
“Huh. Rurd myths,” said Granny.

They drew nearer to the city walls. Then Magrat said, “ There sguards on the gate. Are we going to fly
over?’

Granny stared at the highest tower through narrowed eyes. “No,” shesaid. “We |l land and walk in.
So’ s not to worry people.”

“There saniceflat green bit just behind those trees,” said Magrat.

Granny walked up and down experimentally. Her boots squeaked and gurgled in watery accusation.
“Look, | said I’'m sorry,” said Magrat. “It just looked so flat!”

“Water gen'rdly does,” said Nanny, silting on atree ssump and wringing out her dress.

“But even you couldn't tell it waswater,” said Magrat. “It looks 0. . . so grassy with al that weed and
suff floating on it.”

“Seemsto me the land and the water round here can’t decide who iswhich,” said Nanny. She looked
around at the miasmic landscape.

Treesgrew out of the swamp. They had ajagged, foreign look and seemed to be rotting asthey grew.
Where the water was visible, it was black likeink. Occasionally afew bubbleswould eructate to the
surface like the ghosts of beans on bath night. And somewhere over in the distance wastheriver, if it was
possibleto bethat surein thisland of thick water and ground that wobbled when you set foot onit.
She blinked.

“That'sodd,” shesaid.

“What?' said Granny.

“Thought | saw . . . something running . . .” muttered Nanny. “Over there. Between the trees.”

“Must be aduck then, inthis place.”

“It wasbigger'naduck,” said Nanny. “Funny thing is, it looked a bit like alittle house.”

“Oh yes, running along with smoke coming out of the chimney, | expect,” said Granny witheringly.
Nanny brightened. “Y ou saw it too?’

Granny rolled her eyes.

“Comeon,” shesad, “let’s get to the road.”



“Er,” sad Magrat, “how?’

They looked a the nomina ground between their reasonably dry refuge and the road. It had ayelowish
appearance. There were floating branches and tufts of suspicioudy green grass. Nanny pulled abranch
off thefalen tree shewas Sitting on and tossed it afew yards. It struck damply, and sank with the noise
of someonetrying to get the last bit out of the milkshake.

“Wefly over toit, of course,” Nanny said.

“Youtwo can,” said Granny. “There' s nowhere for meto run and get mine started.”

In the end Magrat ferried her across on her broom, Nanny bringing up the rear with Granny’ serratic
gtick intow.

“I just ‘ope no-one saw us, that' sdl,” said Granny, when they’ d reached the comparative safety of the
road.

Other roads joined the swamp causeway as they got nearer to the city. They were crowded, and there
wasalong line at the gate.

From ground level, the city was even more impressive. Againgt the steam of the svampsit shonelikea
polished stone. Coloured flags flew over thewalls.

“Looksvery jolly,” said Nanny.
“Very cleen,” said Magrat.

“It just lookslike that from outside,” said Granny, who had seen acity before. “When you get ingdeit’ll
be al beggars and noise and guttersfull of | don’t know what, you mark my words.”

“They'returning quite alot of people away,” said Nanny.

“They said on the boat that |ots of people come herefor Fat Lunchtime,” said Granny. “ Probably you
get lots of peoplewho an't theright sort.”

Half a dozen guards watched them approach.
“Very smartly turned out,” said Granny. “That’swhet | liketo see. Not like at home.”

Therewere only six suitsof chain mail in the whole of Lancre, made on the basis of

one-size-does' t-quite-fit-all. Bits of string and wire had to be employed to take in the dack, sncein
Lancretherole of palace guard was generdly taken by any citizen who hadn’t got much to do at the
moment.

These guardswere dl six-footers and, even Granny had to admit, quiteimpressivein their jolly
red-and-blue uniforms. The only other real city guards she' d ever seen were those in Ankh-Morpork.
The sght of Ankh-Morpork’ s city guard made thoughtful people wonder who could possibly attack that
wasworse. They certainly weren't anything to look at.

To her amazement, two pikes barred her way as she stepped under the arched gateway.



“WEe re not attacking, you know,” she said.

A corpora gave her asalute.

“Nomaam,” hesaid. “But we have orders to stop borderline cases.”
“Borderline?’ said Nanny. “What' s borderline about us?’

The corpora swalowed. Granny Weatherwax’ s gaze was a hard one to mest.
“Wadl,” hesaid, “you'reahit. . . grubby.”

Therewas aringing slence. Granny took a deep bresth.

“We had abit of an accident in the swvamp,” said Magrat quickly.

“I'msaureit’ll bedl right,” said the corporal wretchedly. “ The captain’ |l be here directly. Only there' sall
kinds of troubleif we let the wrong sort in. Y ou' d be amazed at some of the people we get here.”

“Can’'t go letting thewrong sort in,” said Nanny Ogg. “We wouldn’t want you to let thewrong sort in. |
daresay we wouldn't want to comeinto the kind of city that’ d let the wrong sort in, would we, Esme?’

Magrat kicked her on the ankle.

“Good thing we' retheright sort,” said Nanny.

“What' s happening, corpora ?’

The captain of the guard strolled out of adoor in the archway and walked over to the witches.
“These. .. ladieswant to comein, Sir,” said the corporal.

“Wel?

“They’reabit. . . you know, not one hundred per cent clean,” said the corporal, wilting under Granny’s
gare. “ And one of them’ sgot messy hair - *

“Wedl!” sngpped Magrat.
“- and one of them looks like she uses bad language.”
“What?" said Nanny, her grin evaporating. “1’ll tan your hide, you little bugger!”

“But, corpord, they have got brooms,” said the captain. “It’s very hard for cleaning staff to look tidy al
thetime”

“Cleaning gaff?’ said Granny.

“I’'m surethey’ re asanxious as you are to get tidied up,” said the captain.



“Excuseme,” said Granny, empowering the words with much the same undertones as are carried by
wordslike*Chargel” and *Kill!”, “ Excuse me, but doesthis pointy hat I’ m wearing mean anything to
you?’

The soldierslooked at it politely.

“Canyou givemeaclue?’ said the captain, eventudly.

“It means-*“

“Well just trot dongin, if it sdl the sameto you,” said Nanny Ogg. “Got alot of cleaning up to do.”
She flourished her broomgtick. “Come, ladies.”

She and Magrat grasped Granny’ s elbows firmly and propelled her under the archway before her fuse
burned out. Granny Weatherwax aways held that you ought to count up to ten before losing your
temper. No-one knew why, because the only effect of thiswasto build up the pressure and make the
ensuing exploson awhole lot worse.

Thewitchesdidn’'t stop until they were out of sight of the gate.

“Now, Esme,” said Nanny soothingly, “you shouldn’t take it personal. And we are a bit mucky, you
must admit. They were just doing their job, al right? How about that?’

“They treated us asif we was ordinary people,” said Granny, in ashocked voice.

“Thisisforeign parts, Granny,” said Magrat. “ Anyway, you said the men on the boat didn’t recognize
the hat, either.”

“But then | dint want ‘emto,” said Granny. “ That’ sdifferent.”

“It'sjugtan...anincident, Granny,” said Magrat. “ They were just stupid soldiers. They don’t even
know a proper free-form hairstyle when they seeit.”

Nanny looked around. Crowds milled past them, dmost in silence.

“And you must admit it' sanice clean city,” shesaid.

They took stock of their surroundings.

It was certainly the cleanest place they’ d ever seen. Even the cobblestones had a polished look.
“You could eat your tea off the street,” said Nanny, asthey strolled aong.

“Yes, but you' d eat your tea off the street anyway,” said Granny.

“I wouldn’t eat dl of it. Even the gutters are scrubbed. Not aRonald in sight, look.”

“Gythal”

“Well, you said that in Ankh-Morpork -



“Thisissomewheredsel”

“It'sso spotless,” said Magrat. “Makes you wish you' d cleaned your sandals.”

“Yeah.” Nanny Ogg squinted along the street. “ Makes you wish you were a better person, redlly.”
“Why are you two whispering?’ said Granny.

She followed their gaze. There was aguard standing on the street corner. When he saw them looking at
him he touched his hdmet and gave them abrief amile.

“Even the guards are polite,” said Magrat.
“And there’ s so many of them, too,” said Granny.
“Amazing, really, needing al these guardsin acity where people are so clean and quiet,” said Magrat.

“Perhaps there' s so much niceness to be spread around they need alot of peopleto doit,” said Nanny
Ogg.

The witches wandered through the packed streets.
“Nice houses, though,” said Magrat. “Very decorative and olde-worlde.”

Granny Weatherwax, who lived in a cottage that was as olde-worlde as it was possible to be without
being alump of metamorphic rock, made no comment.

Nanny Ogg' sfeet started to complain.

“We ought to find somewhere to stop the night,” she said. “We can look for thisgirl in the morning.
We'll al do alot better for agood night' sdeep.”

“And abath,” said Magrat. “With soothing herbs.”

“Good idea. | could just go abath too,” said Nanny.

“My word, doesn’t autumn roll around quickly,” said Granny sourly.
“Y eah? When did you last have a bath, Esme?’

“What do you mean, last?

“See? Then there’ sno call to make comments about my ablutions.”

“Bathsisunhygienic,” Granny declared. “Y ou know I’ ve never agreed with baths. Sittin” around in your
owndirt likethat.”

“What do you do, then?’ said Magrat.

“I just washes,” said Granny. “All the bits. Y ou know. As and when they becomes availlable.”



However available they were, and no further information was vouchsafed on this point, they were
certainly more available than accommodation in Genuain Fat Lunchtime.

All the taverns and inns were more than full. Gradualy the press of crowds pushed them out of the main
sreets and into the less fashionable quarters of the city, but till there was no room for the three of them.

Granny Weatherwax had had enough.

“The very next placewe see,” she said, setting her jaw firmly, “we regoin’ in. What' sthat inn over
there?”

Nanny Ogg peered a the sign.

“Hotd ... No...Va...cancies,” she muttered, and then brightened up. “Hotel Nova Cancies,” she
repeeted. “ That means* new, er, Cancies’ inforeign,” she added helpfully.

“It'll do,” said Granny.

She pushed open the door. A round, red-faced man looked up from the desk. He was new to the job
and very nervous, the last incumbent had disappeared for not being round and red-faced enough.

Granny didn’'t wastetime,

“You seethishat?’ she demanded. “Y ou see this broom?’

The man looked from her to the broom, and back again.

“Yes?' hesad. “What' sthat mean?’

“Means we want three roomsfor the night,” said Granny, looking smugly at the other two.
“With sausage,” said Nanny.

“And one vegetarian med,” said Magrat.

Theman looked &t al three of them. Then he went over to the door.

“You seethisdoor? Y ou seethissgn?’ hesaid.

“We don't bother about signs,” said Granny.

“Wéll, then,” said theman, “| give up. What' sa pointy hat and abroom redly mean?’
“That means!’mawitch,” said Granny.

Theman put hishead on one side.

“Yeah?' hesaid. “Isthat another word for daft old woman?’

Dear Jason and everyone,wrote Nanny Ogg , Dyou know, they dont know about witches here, thats
how bakcward they arein foreign pans. -A man gave Esme some Cheek and she would of lost her



Temper so meand Magrat and | got hold of her and rushed her out becauseif you make someone think
they’ ve been turned into something there' s dways trouble, you remember what happened larst timewhen
afterwards you had to go and dig apond for Mr Wilkinsto livein. . .

They had managed to find atable to themsalvesin atavern. It was packed with people of al species.
The noise was at shouting level and smoke wreathed the air.

“Will you stop that scribbling, Gytha Ogg. It getson my nerves,” snapped Granny.

“They must have witches here,” said Magrat. “ Everywhere has witches. Y ou’ ve got to have witches
abroad. Y ou find witches everywhere.”

“Like cockroaches,” said Nanny Ogg cheerfully.

“Y ou should' ve let me make him believe hewas afrog,” muttered Granny.

“You can't do that, Esme. Y ou can’'t go around making people believe they’ re things just because
they’ ve been cheeky and don’t know who you are,” said Gytha. “Otherwise we' d be up to herein
peaple hopping about.”

Despite many threats, Granny Weatherwax had never turned anyone into afrog. The way she saw it,
there was atechnicdly less cruel but chesper and much more satisfying thing you could do. Y ou could
leave them human and make them think they were afrog, which aso provided much innocent
entertainment for passers-by.

“I dwaysfet sorry for Mr Wilkins,” said Magrat, staring moodily at the table top. “1t was so sad
watching him try to catch flieson histongue.”

“He shouldn’t have said what he said,” said Granny.
“What, that you were adomineering old busybody?’ said Nanny innocently.

“I don’t mind criticism,” said Granny. “Y ou know me. I’ ve never been oneto take offence at criticism.
No-one could say I'm the sort to take offence at criticism - “

“Not twice, anyway,” said Nanny. “Not without blowing bubbles.”

“It'sjust that | can’t stand unfairness,” said Granny. “And you stop that grinning! Anyway, | don't see
why you're making afuss about it. It wore off after a couple of days.”

“MrsWilkins says he dtill goesout svimming alot,” said Magrat. “1t’ s given him awhole new interest,
shesad”

“Perhaps they have adifferent kind of witch inthe city,” said Magrat hopelesdy. “ Perhaps they wear
different sort of clothes”

“There sonly onekind of witch,” said Granny. “And we'reit.”

She looked around the room. Of course, she thought, if someone was keeping witches out, people



wouldn’t know about them. Someone who didn’t want anyone else meddling here. But shelet usin. . .

“Oh, well, a least we'reinthedry,” said Nanny. A drinker standing in a crowd behind her threw back
his head to laugh and spilled beer down her back.

She muttered something under her breath.

Magrat saw the man look down to take another swig and stare, wide-eyed, into the mug. Then he
dropped it and fought hisway out of the room, clutching at histhroat.

“What did you do to hisdrink?’ she said.
“Youan't old enoughto betole,” said Nanny.

At home, if awitch wanted atableto hersef it . . . just happened. The sight of the pointy hat was
enough. People kept a polite distance, occasiondly sending free drinksto her. Even Magrat got respect,
not particularly because anyone wasin awe of her, but because adight to onewitch wasadight to al
witches and no-one wanted Granny Weatherwax coming around to explain thisto them. Here they were
being jostled, asif they were ordinary. Only Nanny Ogg's warning hand on Granny Weatherwax’ sarm
was keeping adozen jovid drinkers from unnatura amphibianhood, and even Nanny’ susualy very
elastic temper was beginning to twang. She dways prided hersdf on being as ordinary as muck, but there
was ordinary and there was ordinary. It was like being that Prince Whatsisname, in the nursery story,
who liked to wander around his kingdom dressed up as acommoner; she’' d aways had a shrewd
suspicion that the little pervert made sure people knew who he was beforehand, just in case anyonetried
to get too common. It was like getting muddy. Getting muddy when you had a nice hot tub to look
forward to was fun; getting muddy when al you had to look forward to was more mud wasno fun at dl.
She reached a conclusion.

“Hey, why don't we have adrink?’ said Nanny Ogg brightly. “We' d dl fed better for adrink.”

“Ohno,” said Granny. “Y ou caught me with that herba drink last time. I’ m sure therewas acohol in
that. | def’ nitely felt abit woozy after the Sixth glass. | ain't drinking any more foreign muck.”

“You've got to drink something,” said Magrat soothingly. “I'mthirsty, anyway.” Shelooked vagudly at
the crowded bar. “Perhaps they do some kind of fruit cup, or something.”

“Bound to,” said Nanny Ogg. She stood up, glanced at the bar, and surreptitiousy removed ahatpin
from her hat. “ Shan't be amoment.”

Thetwo of them wereleft in their own private gloom. Granny sat staring fixedly in front of her.

“You redly shouldn't take it so bad, just because people aren’t showing you any respect,” said Magrdt,
pouring soothing oil on theinternd fires. “They’ ve hardly ever shown meany respect at dl. It snot a
problem.”

“If youan't got respect, you ain't got athing,” said Granny distantly.

“Oh, | don’t know. I’ ve dways managed to get long,” said Magrat.

“That’s‘ cosyou' re awet hen, Magrat Garlick,” said Granny.



There was a short, hot silence, ringing with the words that shouldn’t have escaped and afew grunts of
pained surprise from the direction of the bar.

| know she' sdwaysthought that, Magrat told herslf within the glowing walls of her embarrassment. |
just never thought she' d ever say it. And she'll never say sorry, because that’ s not the kind of thing she
does. She just expects peopleto forget things like that. | wasjust trying to be friends again. If she ever

redly has any friends.
“Herewe arethen,” said Nanny Ogg, emerging from the crush with atray. “Fruit drinks.”

She sat down and looked from one to the other.

“Made from bananas,” she said, in the hope of striking aspark of interest from either woman. “I
remember our Shane brought a banana home once. My, we had agood laugh about that. | said to the
man, “What kind of fruit drinks do people drink around here?’ and thisiswhat he gave me. Made from
bananas. A bananadrink. You'll likeit. It swhat everyone drinks here. It'sgot bananasinit.”

“It'scertainly very. . . strongly flavoured,” said Magrat, Spping hers cautioudy. “Hasit got sugar in it
too?’

“Very likely,” said Nanny. She looked at Granny’ s middle-distance frown for amoment, and then
picked up her pencil and licked the end professionally.

Anywey one good thing isthedrink hereisv. cheap theresthis one called a Bananana dakry whichis
bascly Rum with abananananainit. | canfed it doin megood. It isv. damp here. | hopewe find
somewhereto stay tonigt | expect we sha becaus Esme adweysfalson her feet or at any rateon
someonesfest. | have drawern apicture of abanananana dakry you can seeit is empty right down to the

bottom. Love, MUM XXXX

In the end they found a stable. It was, as Nanny Ogg cheerfully commented, probably warmer and more
hygienic than any of theinnsand there were millions of peoplein foreign partswho'd givetheir right arms
for such acomfy, dry placeto deep.

This cut about as much ice as a soap hacksaw.
It doesn't take much to make witchesfall out.
Magrat lay awake, using her sack of clothes asa pillow and listening to the warm soft rain on the roof.

It'sdl gonewrong before we ve even started, she thought. | don’t know why | let them come with me.
I"m perfectly capable of doing something by mysdlf for once, but they alwaystreat measif | wasa. .. a
wet hen. | don’t seewhy | should haveto put up with her sulking and snapping a me the wholetime.
What' s so specia about her, anyway? She hardly ever does anything redly magica, whatever Nanny
says. Sheredly doesjust shout alot and bully people. And asfor Nanny, she meanswell but she hasno
sense of respongbility, | thought I’ d die when she started singing the Hedgehog Song intheinn, | just
hope to goodness the people didn’t know what the words meant.

I’'m the fairy godmother around here. We' re not at home now. There' sgot to be different ways of doing
things, inforeign parts.



Shegot up at first light. The other two were adeep, dthough ‘adegp’ wastoo moderate aword for the
sounds Granny Weatherwax was making.

Magrat put on her best dress, the green silk one that was unfortunately now amass of creases. She took
out abundle of tissue paper and dowly unwrapped her occult jewellery; Magrat bought occult jewellery
asasort of digtraction from being Magrat. She had three large boxes of the stuff and was till exactly the
same person.

She did her best to remove the straw from her hair. Then she unpacked the magic wand.

She wished she had amirror to inspect hersdlf in.

“I’ve got thewand,” she said quietly. “I don't seewhy | need any help. Desiderata said | wasto tell
them not to help.”

It crossed her mind to reflect that Desiderata had been very lax on that point. The one thing you could
be sure of, if you told Granny Weatherwax and Nanny Ogg not to help, was that they would rush to help
if only out of spite. It was quite surprising to Magrat that anyone as clever as Desiderata should have
dipped up on that minor point. She’ d probably got a psycholology too - whatever that was.

Moving quietly, so as not to wake the other two, she opened the door and stepped lightly into the damp
air. Wand at the ready, she was prepared to give the world whatever it wished for.

It would hdlp if thisincluded pumpkins.
Nanny Ogg opened one eye as the door cresked shut.

She sat up and yawned and scratched herself. She fumbled in her hat and retrieved her pipe. She
nudged Granny Wesatherwax in theribs.

“l dn't adeep,” sad Granny.
“Magrat’ s gone off somewhere.”
“Hah!”

“And I’'m going out to get something to eat,” muttered Nanny. There was no talking to Esme when she
wasin that kind of mood.

As she stepped out Greebo dropped lightly off abeam and landed on her shoulder.

Nanny Ogg, one of life' sgreat optimists, stepped out to take whatever the future had to offer.
Preferably with rum and bananasinit.

The house wasn't hard to find. Desiderata had made very exact notes.

Magrat' s gaze took in the high white walls and ornate metal bal conies. Shetried to straighten afew

wrinklesin her dress, tugged some recdcitrant bits of hay from her hair, and then marched up the
driveway and knocked on the door.



The knocker broke off in her hand.

Looking around anxioudy lest someone should have noted this vandalism, Magrat tried to wedge it
back. It fell off, knocking alump out of the marble step.

Finaly she knocked gently with her knuckle. A fine cloud of paint dust lifted off the door and floated
down to the ground. That was the only effect.

Magrat consdered her next move. She was pretty sure that fairy godmothers weren’t supposed to leave
alittle card pushed under the door saying something like “ Called today but you were out, please contact
the depot for afurther gppointment.” Anyway, thiswasn't the kind of house that got |eft empty; there
would be ascore of servantsinfesting aplacelikethis.

She crunched over the gravel and peered around the side of the house. Maybe the back door . . .
witches were generally more a home around back doors. . .

Nanny Ogg dways was. She was heading for the one belonging to the palace. It was easy enough to get
into; thiswasn't a castle like the ones back home, which expressed very clear ideas about insde and
outside and were built to keep the two separate. Thiswas, well, afairytde castle, dl icing-sugar
battlements and tiny, towering turrets.

Anyway, no-one took much notice of little old ladies. Little old ladies were by definition harmless,
athoughin astring of villages across severd thousand miles of continent this definition was currently being
updated.

Cadtles, in Nanny Ogg's experience, werelike swans. They looked asif they were drifting regaly
through the waters of Time, but in fact there wasa hdll of alot of activity going on underneath. There'd
be amaze of pantries and kitchens and laundries and stables and breweries - she liked the idea of
breweries - and people never noticed another old biddy around the place, eating any spare grub that was
lying around.

Besides, you got gossip. Nanny Ogg liked gossip, too.

Granny Weatherwax wandered disconsolately along the clean streets. Shewas't looking for the other
two. She was quite certain of that. Of course, she might just happen to bump into them, sort of
accidentaly, and give them ameaningful look. But she certainly wasn't looking for them.

There was acrowd at the end of the street. Working on the reasonable assumption that Nanny Ogg
might bein the middle of it, Granny Weatherwax drifted over.

Nanny wasn't there. But there was araised platform. And asmall man in chains. And some
bright-uniformed guards. One of them was holding an axe.

Y ou did not have to be agreat world traveller to understand that the purpose of this tableau was not to
givethe chained man asigned testimonia and a collection from everyone at the office.

Granny nudged a bystander.

“What' s happening?’



The man looked sideways &t her.
“The guards caught him thieving,” he said.

“Ah. Well, he looks guilty enough,” said Granny. People in chains had atendency to look guilty. “So
what'rethey going to do to him?’

“Teach him alesson.”
“How d'they do that, then?’
“See the axe?’

Granny’ seyes hadn't |eft it the whole time. But now she let her attention rove over the crowd, picking
up scraps of thought.

An ant has an easy mind to read. There' sjust one stream of big smple thoughts: Carry, Carry, Bite, Get
Into The Sandwiches, Carry, Eat. Something like adog is more complicated - adog can be thinking
severd thoughts at the sametime. But ahuman mind isagrest sullen lightning-filled cloud of thoughts, all
of them occupying afinite amount of brain processing time. Finding whatever the owner thinksthey’re
thinking in the middle of the smog of pregjudices, memories, worries, hopes and fearsisamost impossible.

But enough peopl e thinking much the same thing can be heard, and Granny Wesatherwax was aware of
thefear.

“Lookslikeit’ll bealesson hewon't forget in ahurry,” she murmured.

“I reckon he'll forget it quite quickly,” said the watcher, and then shuffled awvay from Granny, in the
same way that people move away from lightning rods during athunderstorm.

And at this point Granny picked up the discordant note in the orchestra of thought. In the middle of it
were two minds that were not human.

Their shape was as ssmple, clean and purposeful as anaked blade. She' d felt minds like that before, and
had never cherished the experience.

She scanned the crowd and found the minds' owners. They were staring unblinkingly at the figureson
the platform.

The watchers were women, or at least currently the same shape as women; taler than she was, dender
as sticks, and wearing broad hats with veilsthat covered their faces. Their dresses shimmered in the
sunlight - possibly blue, possibly yellow, possibly green. Possibly patterned. It wasimpossibleto tell. The
merest movement changed the colours.

She couldn’t make out their faces.

There were witchesin Genuadl right. One witch, anyway.

A sound from the platform made her turn.

And she knew why people in Genuawere quiet and nice.



There were countriesin foreign parts, Granny had heard, where they chopped off the hands of thieves so
that they wouldn't steal again. And she' d never been happy with that idea.

They didn’t do that in Genua. They cut their heads off so they wouldn't think of stedling again.
Granny knew exactly where the witches were in Genua now.

They werein charge.

Magrat reached the house' s back door. It was gjar.

She pulled hersdlf together again.

She knocked, in apolite, diffident sort of way.

“Er-“ shesad.

A bowlful of dirty water hit her full in theface. Through thetida roaring of apair of earsfull of suds, she
heard avoice say, “Gosh, I'm sorry. | didn’t know anyone was standing there.”

Magrat wiped the water out of her eyes, and tried to focus on the dim figurein front of her. A kind of
narrative certainty rosein her mind.

“Isyour name Ella?’ shesaid.

“That’ sright. Who'reyou?’

Magrat |ooked her new-found god-daughter up and down. She was the mogt attractive young woman
Magrat had ever seen - skin as brown asanut, hair so blonde as to be amost white, a combination not
totally unusud in such an easygoing city as Genua had once been.

What were you supposed to say at atimelikethis?

She removed a piece of potato peel from her nose.

“I'm your fairy godmother,” she said. “Funny thing, it soundssilly now | cometo tell someone- “

Ellapeered at her.

“you?

“Um. Yes. I've got thewand, and everything.” Magrat waggled the wand, in casethis helped. 1t didn’t.

Ellaput her head on one side.

“| thought you people were supposed to appear in ashower of glittering little lights and atwinkly noise,”
shesad suspicioudy.

“Look, you just get thewand,” said Magrat desperately. “Y ou don’'t get awhole book of instructions.”



Ellagave her another searching look. Then she said, “1 suppose you' d better comein, then. You're just
intime. | was making acup of tea, anyway.”

The iridescent women got into an open-topped carriage. Beautiful asthey were, Granny noted, they
walked avkwardly.

Wéll, they would. They wouldn't be used to legs.

She a so noticed the way people didn’t look at the carriage. It wasn't that they didn't seeit. It was
amply that they wouldn't let their gaze dwell onit, asif merdly recognizing it would lead them into
trouble.

And she noticed the coach horses. They had better senses than the humans did. They knew what was
behind them, and they didn’t likeit at dl.

She followed them asthey trotted, flat-eared and wild-eyed, through the streets. Eventudly they were
driven into the driveway of abig and dilapidated house near the palace.

Granny lurked by thewall and noted the details. Plaster was dropping off the house walls, and even the
knocker had fallen off the door.

Granny Weatherwax did not believe in aimospheres.

She did not believe in psychic auras. Being awitch, she' d dways thought, depended more on what you
didn’'t believe. But she was prepared to believe that there was something very unpleasant in that house.
Not evil. The two not-exactly-women weren't evil, in the same way that adagger or asheer dliff isn't
evil. Being evil means being able to make choices. But the hand widlding adagger or pushing abody over
acliff could be evil, and something like that was going on.

Sheredly wished that she didn’t know who was behind it.

People like Nanny Ogg turn up everywhere. It' sasif there’ s some specia morphic generator dedicated
to the production of old women who like alaugh and aren’t averse to the odd pint, especially of some
drink normaly sold in very smdl glasses. Y ou find them all over the place, oftenin pairs.

They tend to attract one another. Possibly they broadcast inaudible signasindicating that hereis
someone who could be persuaded to go ‘Oo0’ at pictures of other people’ s grandchildren.

Nanny Ogg had found afriend. Her name was Mrs Pleasant, she was a cook, and she wasthe first
black person Nanny had ever spoken to. She was also a cook of that very superior type who spends
most of the time holding court in achair in the centre of the kitchen, apparently taking very little heed of
the activity going on around her.

Occasiondly she'd give an order. And they’ d only need to be occasionally, because she'd seento it
over the yearsthat people either did things her way or not at al. Once or twice, with some ceremony,
she' d get up, taste something, and maybe add a pinch of salt.

Such people are dways ready to chat to any wandering pedlars, herbalists, or little old women with cats
on their shoulders. Greebo rode on Nanny’ s shoulder asthough he' d just eaten the parrot.

“You bea-comin’ herefor Fat Lunchtime, then?’ said Mrs Pleasant.



“Hdping afriend with abit of busness” said Nanny. “My, these biscuits are tasty.”

“I means, | see by your eye,” said Mrs Pleasant, pushing the plate nearer to her, “that you are of a
magica persuasion.”

“Then you sees alot further than most peoplein these parts,” said Nanny. “ Y’ know, what' d improve
these biscuits no end' d be something to dip ‘emin, what d'you think?’

“How “bout something with bananasin it?’

“Bananas would be just the thing,” said Nanny happily. Mrs Pleasant waved imperioudy at one of the
maids, who set to work.

Nanny sat on her chair, swinging her sumpy legs and looking around the kitchen with interest. A score
of cookswere working with the single-mindedness of an artillery platoon laying down a barrage. Huge
cakeswere being congtructed. In the fireplaces whole carcasses of animals were being roasted; turnspit
dogs gdloped in their treadmills. A huge man with abad head and a scar right across hisface was
patiently inserting little sticksinto sausages.

Nanny hadn’t had any breakfast. Greebo had had some breakfast, but this didn’t make any difference.
They were both undergoing a sort of exquisite culinary torture.

They both turned, asif hypnotized, to watch two maids stagger by under atray of canapes.
“l can seeyou isavery observant woman, Mrs Ogg,” said Mrs Pleasant.
“Jugt adice” said Nanny, without thinking.

“| dso determines,” Mrs Pleasant said, after awhile, “that you have a cat of no usua breed upon your
shoulder there”

“You'reright there”
“I knows’'mright.”

A brimming glass of yellow foam was did in front of Nanny. Shelooked &t it reflectively and tried to get
back to the matter in hand.

“So,” shesaid, “wherewould | go, do you think, to find out about how you do magicin -
“Would you like somethin’ to eat?’ said Mrs Pleasant.

“What? My word!”

Mrs Pleasant rolled her eyes.

“Not this stuff. | wouldn't eat thisstuff,” she said bitterly.

Nanny' sfacefdl.



“But you cook it,” she pointed out.

“Only ‘cos|’m told to. The old Baron knew what good food was. This stuff? It’s nothing but pork and
beef and lamb and rubbish for them that never tasted anything better. The only thing on four legsthat’s
worth eating isdligator. | mean red food.”

Mrs Pleasant looked around at the kitchen.

“Saral” she shouted.

One of the sub-cooks turned around.

“Yes “m?

“Meand thislady isjust going out. Just you seeto everything, okay?’
“Yes “m.”

Mrs Pleasant stood up and nodded meaningfully at Nanny Ogg.
“Wallshaveears” shesaid.

“Coo! Do they?’

“Wegoin' togofor alittlestroll.”

Therewere, it now seemed to Nanny Ogg, two citiesin Genua. There was the white one, al new houses
and blue-roofed palaces, and around it and even under it was the old one. The new one might not like the
presence of the old one, but it couldn’t quite ever do without it. Someone, somewhere, hasto do the

cooking.

Nanny Ogg quite liked cooking, provided there were other people around to do things like chop up the
vegetables and wash the dishes afterwards. She' d aways reckoned that she could do thingsto abit of
beef that the bullock had never thought of. But now she redlized that wasn't cooking. Not compared to
cooking in Genua. It wasjust staying alive as pleasantly as possible. Cooking anywhere outside Genua
was just heating up thingslike bits of animals and birds and fish and vegetables until they went brown.

And yet the weird thing was that the cooks in Genua had nothing edible to cook; at least, not what
Nanny would have thought of asfood. To her mind, food went around on four legs, or possibly one pair
of legsand one pair of wings. Or at least it had fins on. The idea of food with more than four legswas an
entirely new kettle of fi-of miscellaneous swimming things.

They didn’t have much to cook in Genua. So they cooked everything. Nanny had never heard of prawns
or crawfish or lobsters; it just looked to her as though the citizens of Genua dredged the river bottom and

boiled whatever came up.

The point was that agood Genuan cook could more or less take the squeezings of a handful of mud, a
few dead leaves and a pinch or two of some unpronounceable herbs and produce ameal to make a
gourmet burgt into tears of gratitude and swear to be a better person for therest of their entirelifeif they
could just have one more plateful.



Nanny Ogg ambled along as Mrs Pleasant led her through the market. She peered at cages of snakes,
and racks of mysterioudy tendrilled herbs. She prodded trays of bivaves. She stopped for achat to the
Nanny Ogg-shaped ladieswho ran thelittle stalls that, for a couple of pennies, dispensed strange
chowders and shdlfish in abun. She sampled everything. She was enjoying hersdf immensdy. Genua,
city of cooks, had found the appetiteit deserved.

Shefinished aplate of fish and exchanged anod and agrin with thelittle old woman who ran the fish
gdl.

“Wel, dl thisis-* shebegan, turning to Mrs Pleasant.
Mrs Pleasant had gone.

Some people would have bustled off to ook for her in the crowds, but Nanny Ogg just stood and
thought.

| asked about magic, she thought, and she brought me here and left me. Because of them wallswith ears
in, | expect. So maybe| got to do the rest mysdlf.

She looked around her. Therewas a very rough tent alittle way from the stals, right by theriver. There
was no Sgn outsdeit, but there was a pot bubbling gently over afire. Rough clay bowls were stacked
beside the pot. Occasionaly someone would step out of the crowd, help themselvesto abowlful of
whatever was in the pot, and then throw a handful of coinsinto the plate in front of the tent.

Nanny wandered over and looked into the pot. Things came to the surface and sank again. The generd
colour was brown. Bubblesformed, grew, and burst stickily with an organic ‘blop’ . Anything could be
happening in that pot. Life could be spontaneoudly creating.

Nanny Ogg would try anything once. Some things she' d try severd thousand times.

She unhooked the ladle, picked up abowl, and hel ped herself.

A moment later she pushed aside the tent flgp and |ooked into the blackness of theinterior.

A figure was seated cross-legged in the gloom, smoking a pipe.

“Mindif | sepingde?’ said Nanny.

The figure nodded.

Nanny sat down. After adecent interval she pulled out her own pipe.

“Mrs Pleasant’ safriend of yours, | expect.”

“Sheknowsme.”

HAh.”

From outside, there was the occasiond clink as customers helped themselves.

Blue smoke coiled from Nanny Ogg's pipe.



“I don't reckon,” she said, “that many people goes away without paying.”
“No.”

After another pause Nanny Ogg said: “I * spects some of ‘em triesto pay with gold and jewelsand
scented ungulants and uff like that?’

13 No-"
“Amazin’.”

Nanny Ogg sat in slencefor awhile, listening to the distant noises of the market and summoning her
powers.

“What'sit caled?”
“Gumbo.”
“It'sgood.”

“I know.”

“I reckon anyone who could cook like that could do anything” - Nanny Ogg concentrated - “Mrs. . .

Gogoal.”
Shewaited.
“Pretty near, Mrs Ogg.”

The two women stared at one another’ s shadowy outline, like plotters who had given the sign and
countersgn and were waiting to see what would happen next.

“Wherel| comefrom, we cdl it witchcraft,” said Nanny, under her bregth.
“Where | come from, wecdl it voodoo,” said Mrs Gogol.

Nanny’ swrinkled forehead wrinkled sill further.

“Ain’'t that adl messn’ with dolls and dead people and stuff?’ she said.

“Ain't witchcraft dl runnin’ around with no clothes on and stickin' pinsin people?’ said Mrs Gogol
levely.

“Ah,” said Nanny. “| seeswhat you mean.”
She shifted uneasily. She was afundamentaly honest woman.
“I got to admit, though . . .” she added, “sometimes. . . maybejust onepin...”

Mrs Gogol nodded gravely. “Okay. Sometimes. . . maybejust one zombie,” she said.



“But only when thereain’t no dternative.”

“Sure. When thereain’t no aternative.”

“When...youknow ... peopleain't showing respect, like.”

“When the house needs paintin’.”

Nanny grinned, toothily. Airs Gogol grinned, outnumbering her in teeth by afactor of thirty.

“My full name's Gytha Ogg,” she said. “ People cals me Nanny.”

“My full name sErzulie Gogol,” said Mrs Gogal. “ People cal me Mrs Gogol.”

“Theway | saw it,” said Nanny, “thisisforeign parts, so maybe there' sadifferent kind of magic. Stands
to reason. The treesis different, the people is different, the drinksis different and has got bananain ‘em,
s0 the magic’ d be different too. Then | thought . . . Gytha, my girl, you're never too old to learn.”

“Surething.”

“There' s something wrong with this city. Felt it as soon aswe set foot here.”

Mrs Gogol nodded.

There was no sound for awhile but the occasiond puffing of apipe.

Then therewas aclink from outside, followed by athoughtful pause.

A voicesad, “GythaOgg?| know you'rein there.”

The outline of Mrs Gogol took its pipe out of its mouth.

“That’sgood,” she said. “Good sense of taste there.”

The tent flap opened.

“Hallo, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Blessingsbeonthis. . . tent,” said Granny Weather-wax, peering into the gloom.

“Thishere sMrs Gogol,” said Nanny. “ She' sby way of bein’ avoodoo lady. That’swhat witchesarein
these parts.”

“They ain't the only witchesin these parts,” said Granny.
“Mrs Gogol was very impressed at you detecting mein here,” said Nanny.

“It wasn't hard,” said Granny. “Once I’ d spotted that Greebo washing himsdlf outside, the rest wasdl
deduction.”



In the gloom of the tent Nanny had formed amenta picture of Mrs Gogol as being old. What she hadn’t
expected, when the voodoo lady stepped out into the open air, was a handsome middle-aged woman
taller than Granny. Mrs Gogol wore heavy gold earrings, awhite blouse and afull red skirt with flounces.
Nanny could fed Granny Weatherwax’ s disapprova. What they said about women with red skirtswas
even worse than whatever they said about women with red shoes, whatever that was.

Mrs Gogol stopped and raised an arm. There was aflurry of wings.

Greebo, who had been rubbing obsequioudy against Nanny’ s leg, looked up and hissed. Thelargest and
blackest cockerel Nanny had ever seen had settled on Mrs Gogol’ s shoulder. It turned on her the most
intelligent stare she had ever seen on abird.

“My word,” she said, taken aback. “ That’ sthe biggest cock I’ ve ever seen, and I’ ve seen afew in my
time”

Mrs Gogol raised one disapproving eyebrow.
“She never had no proper upbringing,” said Granny.
“What with living next to achicken farm and al, iswhat | was going to say next,” said Nanny.

“ThisisLeghba, adark and dangerous spirit,” said Mrs Gogol. She leaned closer and spoke out of the
corner of her mouth. “ Between you and me, he just abig black cockerdl. But you know how it is.”

“It paysto advertise,” Nanny agreed. “Thisis Greebo. Between you and me, he' safiend from hell.”
“Wel, he'sacat,” said Mrs Gogol, generoudy. “It’ sonly to be expected.”

Dear Jason and everyone,

Isn't it amazing the things what happen when you dont expect it, for example we met Mrs Gogol who

works as acoke by day but isaVoodoo witch, you mustnt bekive dl the stuff about black magic, exetra,
thisisaBlind, shesjust like us only different. Its true about the zombies though but its not what you think

Genuawas a strange city, Nanny decided. Y ou got off the main streets, walked along aside road, went
through alittle gate and suddenly there were trees everywhere, with moss and them llamas hanging from
them, and the ground began to wobble underfoot and become swamp. On ether side of the track there
were dark poolsin which, here and there, among the lilies, were the kind of logs the witches had never
seen before.

“Them'sbloody big newts,” she said.
“They'redligators.”
“By gods. They must get good grub.”

“Yaﬂl!”



Mrs Gogol’ s house itsdlf looked asmple affair of driftwood from theriver, roofed with moss and built
out over the swamp itsalf on four stout poles. It was close enough to the centre of the city that Nanny
could hear gtreet cries and the clip-clop of hooves, but the shack initslittle svamp was wreathed in

dlence
“Don’t people bother you here?” said Nanny.

“Not them as| don’t want to meet.” The lily pads moved. A v-shaped ripple drifted across the nearest
pool.

“Sdf-rdiance” sad Granny gpprovingly. “ That’ salways very important.”

Nanny regarded the reptiles with a calculating stare. They tried to match it, and gave up when their eyes
Sarted watering.

“I reckon | could just do with acouple of them at home,” she said thoughtfully, asthey did away again.
“Our Jason could dig another pond, no problem. What wasit you said they et?’

“Anything they want to.”
“I knows ajoke about dligators,” said Granny, in the tones of one announcing agreat and solemn truth.
“You never!” said Nanny Ogg. “I never heard you tdll ajokein your wholelifel”

“Just because | don't tell *em don’'t mean | don’t know ‘em,” said Granny haughtily. “It’ s about this man

“What man?’ said Nanny.

“Thismanwentinto aninn. Yes. It wasan inn. And he saw asign. Thesign said “We serve every kind
of sandwich.” So he said “ Get me an dligator sandwich -and makeit quick!” *

They looked at her.

Nanny Ogg turned to Mrs Gogol.

“S0...youlivedone here, then?’ she said brightly. “Not aliving soul around?’
“Inamanner of speekin’,” said Mrs Gogol.

“You see, the point is, dligatorsare - * Granny began, in aloud voice, and then stopped.

The shack’ s door had opened.

Thiswas another big kitchen. Once upon atime it had provided employment for half adozen cooks.
Now it was acave, itsfar corners shadowy, its hanging saucepans and tureens dulled by dust. The big
tables had been pushed to one side and stacked amost celling high with ancient crockery; the stoves,
which looked big enough to take whole cows and cook for an army, stood cold.



In the middle of the grey desolation someone had set up asmall table by thefireplace. It wason a
square of bright carpet. A jam-jar contained flowers that had been arranged by the smple method of
grabbing ahandful of them and ramming them in. The effect was alittle areaof dightly soppy brightnessin
the generd gloom.

Ella shuffled afew things around desperately and then stood looking at Magrat with asort of defensively
ghy amile

“Sily of me, redlly. | expect you're used to this sort of thing,” she said.

“Um. Yes. Oh, yes. All thetime,” said Magrat.

“It wasjust that | expected you to beabit . . . older? Apparently you were at my christening?’
“Ah. Yes? said Magrat. “Well, you see, thethingis- “

“Still, I expect you can look like whatever you want,” said Ellahepfully.

“Ah.Yes Er.”

Ellalooked dightly puzzled for amoment, asif trying to work out why - if Magrat could look like
whatever shewanted - she’d chosen to look like Magrat.

“Well, now,” she said. “What do we do next?’
“You mentioned tea,” said Magrat, buying time.

“Oh, sure.” Ellaturned to the fireplace, where ablackened kettle hung over what Granny Weatherwax
adwayscdled an optimist’ sfire.

“What' s your name?’ she said over her shoulder.
“Magrat,” said Magrat, sitting.

“That'sa...nicename” said Ella, palitdy. “Of course, you know mine. Mind you, | spend so much
time cooking over thiswretched thing now that Mrs Pleasant calls me Embers. Silly, isn'tit.”

Emberdlla, thought Magrat. I'm fairy godmothering agirl who soundslike something you put up in the
ran.

“It could use alittlework,” she conceded.

“I haven't the heart to tell her off, shethinksit soundsjolly,” shesaid. “I think it sounds like something
you put upintherain.”

“Oh, | wouldn’'t say that,” said Magrat. “Uh. Who's Mrs Pleasant?’
“She sthe cook at the palace. She comes around to cheer me up when they’reout. . .

Ellaspun around, holding the blackened kettle like aweapon.



“I’m not going to that ball!” she sngpped. “1’m not going to marry the prince! Do you understand?’
The words came out like stedl ingots.
“Right! Right!” said Magrat, taken aback by their force.

“Helooks dimy. He makes my flesh crawl,” said Embersdarkly. “ They say he' sgot funny eyes. And
everyone knowswhat he does at night!”

Everyone bar one, Magrat thought. No-one ever tels methingslike that.

Aloud, shesad: “Wadll, it shouldn’t be too much to arrange. | mean, normally it'smarrying princesthat’s
the hard bit.”

“Not for meitisn't,” said Embers. “It' sall been arranged. My other godmother says|’ve got to do it.
Shesaysit'smy destiny.”

“Other godmother?’ saild Magrat.

“Everyone getstwo,” said Ella. “The good one and the bad one. Y ou know that. Which one are you?’
Magrat’s mind raced.

“Oh, thegood ong,” shesaid. “ Definitely.”

“Funny thing,” said Ella. “That’ sjust what the other one said, too.”

Granny Weatherwax sat in her specia knees-clenched, elbows-in way that put aslittle as possible of
hersdf in contact with the outside world.

“By gor’, thisisgood stuff,” said Nanny Ogg, polishing her plate with what Granny could only hope was
bread. “Y ou ought to try adrop, Esme.”

“Another helping, Mrs Ogg?’ said Mrs Gogol.

“Don’'t mindif I do, Mrs Gogol.” Nanny nudged Granny in theribs. “I1t' sredly good, Esme. Just like
Sew.”

Mrs Gogol looked at Granny with her head on one side.

“I think perhaps Mistress Weatherwax isn't worried about thefood,” she said. “I think Mistress
Wesatherwax isworried about the service.”

A shadow loomed over Nanny Ogg. A grey hand took her plate away.

Granny Westherwax gave alittle cough.

“I’ve got nothing againgt dead people,” she said. “Some of my best friends are dead. It just don’'t seem
right, though, dead people waking about.”



Nanny Ogg looked up at the figure even now ladling athird hel ping of mysterious liquid on to her plate.
“What d’you think about it, Mr Zombie?’

“It' sagrest life, Mrs Ogg,” said the zombie.

“There. See, Esme? He don’t mind. Better than being shut up in astuffy coffin al day, I’ll be bound.”

Granny looked up at the zombie. He was - or, technically, had been - atal, handsome man. He il
was, only now he looked like someone who had walked through aroom full of cobwebs.

“What' syour name, dead man?’ shesaid.

“| am called Saturday.”

“Man Saturday, en?’ said Nanny Ogg.

“No. Just Saturday, Mrs Ogg. Just Saturday.”

Granny Weatherwax looked into his eyes. They were more sentient than most eyes she had seen that
bel onged to people who were, technically, aive.

She was vaguely aware that there were things you had to do to adead person to turn theminto a
zombie, athough it was a branch of magic she' d never wanted to investigate.

Y et you needed more than just alot of weird fish innards and foreign roots - the person had to want to
come back. They had to have someterrible dream or desire or purpose that would enable them to
overcomethe graveitsdf. . .

Saturday’ s eyes burned.

She reached adecision. She held out a hand.

“Very pleased to meet you, Mister Saturday,” shesaid. “And I’m surel’d enjoy your lovely stew.”

“It' scaled gumbo,” said Nanny. “It' sgot lady’ sfingersinit.”

“I know well enough that lady’ sfingersisakind of plant, thank you very much,” said Granny. “I’m not
entirely ignorant.”

“All right, but make sure you get ahelping with snakes headsinit aswdl,” sad Nanny Ogg. “They're
the best part.”

“What kind of plant is snakes heads?’
“Bestif you just eat up, | reckon,” said Nanny.
They were sitting on the warped wood veranda round the back of Mrs Gogol’ s shack, overlooking the

swamp. Maossy beards hung from every branch. Unseen creatures buzzed in the greenery. And
everywhere there were v-shaped ripples cutting gently through the water.



“I expect it’sredly nice herewhen the sun’sout,” said Nanny.

Saturday trudged into the shack and returned with a makeshift fishing pole, which he baited and cast
over therall. Then he sort of switched off; no-one has more patience than azombie.

Mrs Gogol leaned back in her rocking-chair and lit her pipe.

“Thisused to beagreat ole city,” shesad.

“What happened to it?’ said Nanny.

Greebo was having alot of trouble with Legbathe cockerdl.

For one thing, the bird refused to be terrorized. Greebo could terrorize most things that moved upon the
face of the Discworld, even creatures nominaly much bigger and tougher than he was. Y et somehow
none of hiswell-tried tactics - the yawn, the stare and above al the dow grin -seemed to work. Legba
merely looked down his begk at him, and pretended to scratch at the ground in away that brought his
two-inch spursinto even greater prominence.

That only left the flying legp. Thisworked on nearly every creature. Very few animasremaned cadmin
the face of an enraged ball of whirring clawsin the face. In the case of thisbird, Greebo suspected, it
might well result in his becoming afurry kebab.

But this had to be resolved. Otherwise generations of catswould laugh at him.

Cat and bird circled through the swamp, each gpparently paying the other no attention whatsoever.

Things gibbered in the trees. Small iridescent birds barrelled through the air. Greebo glared up at them.
Hewould sort them out | ater.

And the cockerdl had vanished.
Greebo’ s earsflattened againgt his head.

There was il the birdsong and the whine of insects, but they were el sewhere. Here there was silence -
hot, dark and oppressive - and trees that were somehow much closer together than he remembered.

Greebo looked around.

Hewasin aclearing. Around its Sides, hanging from bushes or tied to trees, were things. Bits of ribbon.
White bones. Tin pots. Perfectly ordinary things, anywhere el se.

And in the centre of the clearing, something like a scarecrow. An upright pole with a crosspiece, on
which someone had put an old black coat. Above the coat, on thetip of the pole, was atop hat. On top
of the hat, watching him thoughtfully, was Legba
A breeze blew through the stifling air, causing the coet to flgp gently.

Greebo remembered aday when he' d chased arat into the village windmill and had suddenly found that
what had seemed merely aroom with odd furniturein it was agreet big machine which would, if he put a



paw wrong, crush him utterly.
Thear szzled gently. He could fedl hisfur standing on end.

Greebo turned and staked away haughtily, until he judged himsdlf out of sight, whereupon hislegs spun
so fast that his paws skidded.

Then hewent and grinned at some dligators, but his heart wasn't in it.
In the clearing, the coat moved gently again and then was gill. Somehow, that wasworse.
Legbawatched. Theair grew heavier, just asit does before a storm.

“Thisused to be agreat old city. A happy place. No-onetried to makeit happy. It just happened, all by
itsdlf,” said Airs Gogol. “ That was when the old Baron was dive. But he was murdered.”

“Who doneit?” said Nanny Ogg.

“Everyone knowsit wasthe Duc,” said Mrs Gogol.

The witcheslooked at one another. Royd intrigues were obvioudy abit different in foreign parts.
“Pecked to death, was he?’ said Nanny.

“A foul deed?’ said Granny.

“TheDucisatitle, not abird,” said Mrs Gogol patiently. “The Baron was poisoned. It was aterrible
night. And, in the morning, the Duc wasin the palace. Then there was the matter of the will.”

“Don’'t tel me,” said Granny. “I bet there was awill leaving everything to this Duc. | bet theink was Hill
wet.”

“How did you know that?’ said Mrs Gogal.

“Standsto reason,” said Granny loftily.

“The Baron had ayoung daughter,” said Mrs Gogol.

“She'd be il dive, | reckon,” said Granny.

“You surely know alot of things, lady,” said Airs Gogal. “Why' d you think that, then?’

“Wel . .."” said Granny. She was about to say: because | know how the stories work. But Nanny Ogg
interrupted.

“If this Baron was as great as you sy, he must have had alot of friendsin the city, right?’ she said.
“That iss0. The peopleliked him.”

“Wadll, if | wasa Duc with no more claim on things than a smudgy will and alittle bottle of ink with the
cork ill out, I'd belookin' for any chance to make things abit more officid,” said Nanny. “Marryin' the



rea heir' d be favourite. He could thumb his nose at everyone, then. | bet she don’t know who sheredly
is en?

“That'sright,” said Mrs Gogol. “The Duc’ s got friends, too. Or keepers, maybe. Not people you'd
want to cross. They’ ve brought her up, and they don't let her out much.”

Thewitches sat in Slencefor awhile.

Granny thought: no. That’ s not quiteright. That's how it’ d appear in ahistory book. But that’ s not the
sory.

Then Granny said,” * Scuse me, Mrs Gogol, but where do you comein al this? No offence, but | reckon
that out herein the svamp it' d be all the same whoever was doing therulin’.”

For thefirst time since they’ d met her, Mrs Gogol looked momentarily uneasy.
“TheBaronwas. . . afriend of mine” she said.
“Ah,” said Granny understandingly.

“He wasn't keen on zombies, mark you. He said he thought the dead should be alowed their rest. But
he never ingsted. Whereasthisnew one. . .”

“Not keen on the Interestin’ Arts?” said Nanny.

“Oh, | reckon heis,” said Granny. “He d haveto be. Not your magic, maybe, but | bet he' sgot alot of
meagic around him.”

“Why d'you say that, lady?’ said Mrs Gogal.

“Wadl,” said Nanny, “| can seethat you, being alady 0’ spirit, wouldn’t put up with thisif you didn’t
have to. There' slots of waysto sort mattersout, | “ spect. | ‘ spect, if you dint like someone, their legs
might unexpectedly drop off, or they might find mysterious snakesin their boots. . .”

“Alleygators under their bed,” suggested Granny.

“Yes. He' sgot protection,” said Mrs Gogol.

“ AR

“Powerful magic.”

“More powerful’nyou?’ said Granny.

Therewas along and difficult pause.

“yes”

“Ah,”

“For now,” Mrs Gogol added.



There was another pause. No witch ever liked admitting to less than near-absol ute power, or even
hearing another witch doing so.

“You'rebiding your time, | expect,” said Granny kindly.
“Wifing your strength,” said Nanny.
“It's powerful protection,” said Mrs Gogol.

Granny sat back in her chair. When she spoke next, it was as a person who has certain ideasin their
mind and wantsto find out what someone el se knows.

“What sort?’ she sad. “Exactly?

Mrs Gogol reached into the cushions of her rocking-chair and, after some rummaging, produced a
leather bag and a pipe. Shelit the pipe and puffed a cloud of bluish smokeinto the morning air.

“You look in mirrors alot these days, Mistress Westherwax?” she said.

Granny’ s chair tipped backwards, aimost throwing her off the veranda and into the inky waters. Her hat
flew away into thelily pads.

She had timeto seeit settle gently on the water. It floated for amoment and then -

- was egten. A very large dligator snapped its jaws shut and gazed smugly at Granny.

It was arelief to have something to shout about.

“My hat! It ate my hat! One of your aleygators ate my hatl It was my hat! Makeit giveit back!”

She snatched alength of creeper off the nearest tree and flailed at the water.

Nanny Ogg backed away.

“Y ou shouldn’t do that, Esme! Y ou shouldn’'t do that!” she quavered. The dligator backed water.

“| can hit cheeky lizardsif | want!”

“Yes, you can, you can,” said Nanny soothingly, “but not. . . witha. .. snake...”

Granny held up the creeper for ingpection. A medium-sized Three-Banded Coit gave her afrightened
look, consdered biting her nose for amoment, thought better of it, and then shut its mouth very tightly in
the hope she' d get the message. She opened her hand. The snake dropped to the boards and dithered
away quickly.

Mrs Gogol hadn’t stirred in her chair. Now she hdf turned. Saturday was still patiently watching his
fisningline



“Saturday, go and fetch the lady’ shat,” she said.
“Yessm'm.”

Even Granny hedtated at that.

“Y ou can’'t make him do that!” she said.

“But he'sdead,” said Mrs Gogol.

“Yes, but it’' s bad enough being dead without bein’ in bitstoo,” said Granny. “Don’'t you go in there, Mr
Saturday!”

“But it wasyour hat, lady,” said Mrs Gogal.

“Yes but...” said Granny, “. . . a. .. hawasall it was. | wouldn’t send anyone into any aligatorsfor
any hat.”

Nanny Ogg looked horrified.

No-one knew better than Granny Weatherwax that hats were important. They weren't just clothing.
Hats defined the head. They defined who you were. No-one had ever heard of awizard without a pointy
hat - a least, no wizard worth speaking of. And you certainly never heard of awitch without one. Even
Magrat had one, athough she hardly ever wore it on account of being awet hen. That didn’t matter too
much; it wasn't the wearing of the hats that counted so much as having one to wear. Every trade, every

craft had its hat. That’swhy kings had hats. Take the crown off aking and al you had was someone
good at having awesk chin and waving to people. Hats had power. Hats were important. But so were

people.

Mrs Gogol took another puff at her pipe.
“Saturday, go and get my best hat for holidays,” she said.
“Yes, MrsGogol.”

Saturday disappeared into the hut for amoment, and came out with alarge and battered box securely
wrapped with twine.

“I can't tekethat,” said Granny. “1 can't take your best hat.”

“Yesyou can,” said Mrs Gogol. “I’ ve got another hat. Oh, yes. I’ ve got another hat al right.”
Granny put the box down carefully.

“It occursto me, Mrs Gogol,” shesaid, “that you an’t everything you seem.”

“Ohyesl is, Migtress Weatherwax. | never bin nothing else, just like you.”

“Y ou brought us here?’

“No. Y ou brought yoursalves here. Of your own freewill. To help someone, ain't that right? Y ou



decided to doiit, ain’t that right? No-one forced you, ain't that right?‘ Cept yourselves.”
“She'sright about al that,” said Nanny. “We d havefdt it, if it wasmagic.”
“That'sright,” said Granny. “No-one forced us, except oursalves. What' s your game, Mrs Gogol 7’

“I @n't playing no game, Mistress Weetherwax. | just want back what’s mine. | want justice. And |
wants her stopped.”

“Her who?" said Nanny Ogg.

Granny’ sface had frozen into amask.

“Her who'sbehind dl this,” said Mrs Gogol. “The Duc hasn't got the brains of aprawn, Mrs Ogg. |
mean her. Her with her mirror magic. Her who likesto control. Her who' sin charge. Her who' stinkering
with destiny. Her that Mistress Weetherwax knows all about.”

Nanny Ogg waslost.

“What' s she talking about, Esme?’ she said.

Granny muttered something.

“What? Didn’t hear you,” Nanny said.

Granny Weatherwax looked up, her face red with anger.

“She means my sigter, Gythal Right? Got that? Do you understand? Did you hear? My sister! Want me

to repest it again? Want to know who she’ stalking about? Y ou want me to write it down? My sister!
That'swho! My sgter!”

“They' redsters?’ said Magrat.
Her tea had gone cold.

“I don't know,” said Ella. “They look . . . dike. They keep themsalves to themsalves most of thetime.
But | can fed them watching. They're very good at watching.”

“And they make you do al thework?’ she said.

“Wadll, I only haveto cook for mysdf and the outside staff,” said Ella. “ And | don’t mind the cleaning
and thelaundry dl that much.”

“Do they do their own cooking, then?’
“I don’t think s0. They walk around the house at night, after I’ ve gone to bed. Godmother Lilith says|

must be kind to them and pity them because they can't talk, and aways see that we' ve got plenty of
cheeseinthelarder.”



“They eat nothing but cheese?’ said Magrat.

“I don't think so,” said Ella.

“I should think the rats and mice get it, then, in an old place like this”

“Y ou know, it'safunny thing,” said Ella, “but I’ ve never seen amouse anywherein thishouse.”

Magrat shivered. Shefelt watched.

“Why don't you just walk away?1 would.”

“Whereto? Anyway, they dwaysfind me. Or they send the coachmen and grooms after me.”
“That’shorrible!”

“I"'m sure they think that sooner or later I’ll marry anyoneto get away from laundry,” said Ella. “Not that
m;rlir,i nce' s clothes get washed, | expect,” she added bitterly. “| expect they get burned after he'sworn

“What you want to do is make a career of your own,” said Magrat encouragingly, to keep her spirits up.
“Y ou want to be your own woman. Y ou want to emancipate yoursdlf.”

“I don't think | want to do that,” said Ella, speaking with cautionin caseit wasasinto offend afairy
godmother.

“Youdoredly,” said Magrat.

“Dol?

“yes”

“Oh”

“Y ou don’t have to marry anyone you don’t want to.”

Ellasat back.

“How good areyou?’ she said.

“Er...wdl...Isupposel -*“

“Thedressarrived yesterday,” said Ella. “1t’ sup in the big front room, on astand so it doesn't get
creased. So that it stays perfect. And they’ ve polished up the coach specialy. They’ ve hired extra
footmen, too.”

“Yes, but perhaps - “

“I think I’ m going to have to marry someone | don’'t want to,” said Ella



Granny Weatherwax strode up and down the driftwood ba cony. The whole shack trembled to her
stamping. Ripples spread out as it bounced on the water.

“Of course you don’'t remember her!” she shouted. “ Our mam kicked her out when she was thirteen!
Wewas both tiny then! But | remember the rows! | used to hear them when | wasin bed! She was
wanton!”

“Y ou always used to say | was wanton, when we was younger,” said Nanny.

Granny hestated, caught momentarily off balance. Then shewaved ahand irritably.

“Youwas, of course” she sad dismissvely. “But you never used magic for it, did you?’

“Din't haveto,” said Nanny happily. “ An off-the* shoulder dressdid the trick most of thetime.”

“Right off the shoulder and onto the grass, as| recal,” said Granny. “No, she used magic. Not just
ordinary magic, neither. Oh, shewaswillful.”

Nanny Ogg was about to say: What?'Y ou mean not compliant and sdf-effacing like what you is, Esme?
But she stopped hersdf. Y ou didn’t juggle matchesin afireworksfactory.

“Y oung men'’ sfathers used to come round to complain,” said Granny darkly.
“They never came round to complain about me,” said Nanny happily.

“And dwayslooking at hersalf inmirrors” said Granny. “Prideful asacat, shewas. Prefer tolook ina
mirror than out of awindow, shewould.”

“What' s her name?’

“Lily.”

“That'sanice name,” said Nanny.

“Itisn’'t what she calls hersdlf now,” said Mrs Gogol.

“| betitisn't!”

“And she's like, in charge of the city?’ said Nanny.

“She was bossy, too!”

“What' d shewant to bein charge of acity for?’ said Nanny.

“She'sgot plans,” said Mrs Gogoal.

“Andvan?Redly van!” said Granny, gpparently to theworld in generd.

“Did you know she was here?’ said Nanny.



“l had afedin’! Mirrordl”

“Mirror magicisn't bad,” protested Nanny. “I’ve done al kinds of stuff with mirrors. Y ou can have alot
of funwithamirror.”

“Shedoesn’t just use one mirror,” said Mrs Gogol.

“Oh.”

“She usestwo.”

“Oh. That'sdifferent.”

Granny stared at the surface of the water. Her own face stared back at her from the darkness.
She hoped it was her own face, anyway.

“I'vefdt her watchin' us, the whole way here,” she said. “ That' swhere she' s hgppiest, ingde mirrors.
Inside mirrors, making peopleinto stories.”

She prodded the image with astick. “ She even got alook at mein Desiderata’ s house, just before
Magrat camein. It an't nice, seeing someone elsein your reflection -

She paused. “Whereis Magrat, anyway?’

“Qut fairy godmothering, | think,” said Nanny. “ She said shedidn’t need any help.”

Magrat was annoyed. She was a so frightened, which made her even more annoyed. It was hard for
people when Magrat was annoyed. It was like being attacked by damp tissue.

“Y ou have my personal word onit,” she said. “Y ou don't haveto go to the ball if you don’t want to.”
“Youwon't be able to stop them,” said Elladarkly. “1 know how thingswork in this city.”

“Look, | said youwon't haveto go!” said Magrat.

She looked thoughtful.

“Thereisn’'t someone eseyou' d rather marry, isthere?’ she said.

“No. I don’'t know many people. | don’t get much chance.”

“Good,” said Magrat. “That makesit easier. | suggest we get you out of here and - and take you
somewheredse”

“Thereisn't anywhere dse. | told you. There' sjust swamp. | tried once or twice, and they sent the
coachmen after me. They weren’t unkind. The coachmen, | mean. They'rejust afraid. Everyone s afraid.
Eventhe Sstersareafrad, | think.”



Magrat looked around at the shadows.

“What of 7" shesaid.

“They say that people disappear. If they upset the Duc. Something happens to them. Everyone svery
politein Genua,” said Ellasourly. “And no-one steals and no-one raises their voice and everyone stays
indoors at night, except when it’'s Fat Tuesday.” She sighed. “Now that’ s something I’d liketo goto. To
the carnival. They always make me stay in, though. But | hear it passing through the city and | think: that's
what Genuaought to be. Not afew people dancing in palaces, but everyone dancing in the streets.”
Magrat shook hersdlf. Shefelt along way from home.

“I think perhaps | might need abit of help with thisone,” she said.

“You' vegot awand,” said Ella

“I think ther€’ stimes when you need more than awand,” said Magrat. She stood up.

“ButI'll tell you this” shesaid. “1 don't likethishouse. | don't likethis city. Emberdlla?’

“yes?
“Youwon't goto thebal. I'll make sure of that -

Sheturned around.

“I told you,” murmured Ella, looking down. “Y ou can't even hear them.”

One of the Ssterswas at the top of the steps leading into the kitchen. Her gaze was fixed immovably on
Magrat.

They say that everyone has the attributes of some kind of animal. Magrat possibly had adirect mental
link to some small furry creature. Shefelt theterror of all smal rodentsin the face of unblinking deeth.

Modulated over the menace of the gaze were dl sorts of messages: the usdessness of flight, the stupidity
of resstance, the inevitability of oblivion.

She knew she could do nothing. Her legsweren't under her contral. It was asif commands were coming
straight down that stare and into her spina cord. The sense of helplessnesswas amost peaceful . . .

“Blessings be upon thishouse.”

The sgter spun around much faster than any human should be able to move.

Granny Wesatherwax pushed open the door. “Oh deary me,” she thundered, “and lawks.”
“Yeah,” said Nanny Ogg, crowding through the doorway behind her. “Lawkstoo.”
“We'rejust acouple of old beggar women,” said Granny, striding across the floor.

“Begging from houseto house,” said Nanny Ogg. “Not coming directly here by any manner o means.”



They each caught one of Magrat’ s elbows and lifted her off her feet.
Granny turned her head.

“What about you, Miss?’

Ellashook her head without looking up.

“No,” shesad, “I mustn’t come.”

Granny’ s eyes narrowed. “1 suppose not,” she said. “We al have our path to walk, or soitissaid,
athough not by me. Come, Gytha.”

“We'rejust off,” said Nanny Ogg, brightly.

They turned.

Another sster gppeared in the doorway.

“Yegods,” said Nanny Ogg. “I never saw her move!”

“Wewasjust going out,” said Granny Weatherwax loudly. “If it’ sdl the same with you, m’lady?’
She met the stare head-on.

Theair tingled.

Then Granny Wesatherwax said, between gritted teeth, “When | say run, Gytha- “

“I hear you,” said Nanny.

Granny groped behind her and found the tegpot Magrat had just used. She weighed it in her hands,
keeping the movements dow and gentle.

“Ready, Gytha?’

“Waitin', Esme”

“Run!”

Granny hurled the tegpot high into the air. The heads of both sisters snapped around.

Nanny Ogg hel ped the ssumbling Magrat out of the door. Granny dammed it shut asthe nearer Sster
darted forward, mouth open, too late.

“We'releaving thegirl in there!” shouted Nanny, asthey ran down thedrive,
“They’'re guarding her,” said Granny. “They’ re not going to harm her!”

“1 an't seen teeth like those on anyone beforel” said Nanny.



“That's‘ costhey ain’'t anyone! They’re snaked”
They reached the comparative security of the roadway and leaned against thewall.

“Snakes?” Nanny wheezed. Magrat opened her eyes.

“It'sLily’sdoing,” said Granny. “ She was good at that kind of thing, | remember.”
“Redly snakes?’

“Yeah,” said Granny darkly. “ She made friends eesily.”

“Blimey! | couldn’t do that.”

“Shedidn’t used to be able to either, for more n afew seconds. That’ swhat using mirrors does for
you.”

“l -1 Magrat stuttered.
“You'redl right,” said Nanny. She looked up at Esme Weatherwax.

“We shouldn't leave the girl, whatever you say. In ahouse with snakes walking around thinking they’re
human,” shesaid.

“It' sworse than that. They’ re walking around thinking they’ re snakes,” said Granny.

“Well, whatever. Y ou never do that sort of thing. Theworst you ever did was make people a bit
confused about what they was.”

“That' s because I’m the good one,” said Granny bitterly.

Magrat shuddered.
“So arewe going to get her out?’ said Nanny.

“Not yet. Theré sgoing to be aproper time,” said Granny. “ Can you hear me, Magrat Garlick?’

“Yes, Granny,” said Magrat.

“We' ve got to go somewhere and talk,” said Granny. “About stories.”

“What about stories?’ said Magrat.

“Lily isusing them,” said Granny. “Don’t you see that? Y ou can fed it in thiswhole country. The stories
collect round here because here swhere they find away out. She feeds ‘em. Look, she don’t want your
Ellato marry that Duc man just because of politics or something. That'sjust an . . . explanation. “Snot a
reason. She wants the girl to marry the prince because that’ s what the story demands.”

“What'sinit for her?’ said Nanny.

“Inthe middle of ‘em dl, the fairy godmother or the wicked witch . . . you remember? That' swhere Lily



isputting hersdlf, like. . . like. . .” she paused, trying to find the right word. “ Remember that time last
year when the circusthing cameto Lancre?’

“I remember,” said Nanny. “Them girlsin the spangly tights and the fellows pourin’” whitewash down
their trousers. Never saw a eephant, though. They said there d be elephants and there wasn't any. It had

elephants on the posters. | spent awhole tuppence and therewasn't asinglede- *

“Yes, but what I'm sayin’,” said Granny, asthey hurried along the Street, “isthere was that man in the
middle, you remember. With the moustache and the big hat?”’

“Him?But he didn’t do anything much,” said Nanny. “Hejust stood in the middle of the tent and
sometimes he cracked hiswhip and al the actsjust went on round him.”

“That’ swhy he was the most important onethere,” said Granny. “It was the things going on around him
that made him important.”

“What'sLily feeding the stories?” said Magrat.
“People,” said Granny. She frowned.

“Stories!” shesad. “Wdl, we' ll have to see about that. . .”

Green twilight covered Genua. The migts curled up from the swamp.

Torchesflared in the streets. In dozens of yards shadowy figures moved, pulling the covers off floats. In
the darkness there was aflash of sequinsand ajingle of bdlls.

All year the people of Genuawere nice and quiet. But history has aways alowed the downtrodden one
night somewherein any caendar to restore temporarily the balance of the world. It might be called the
Feast of Fools, or the King of the Bean. Or even Samedi Nuit Mort, when even those with the most

taxing and responsible of duties can kick back and have fun.

Mogt of them, anyway . . .

The coachmen and the footmen were Sitting in their shed at one Side of the stable yard, eating their
dinner and complaining about having to work on Dead Night. They were also engaging in the
time-honoured ritua s that go therewith, which largely consst of finding out what their wives have packed

for them today and envying the other men whose wives obvioudy cared more.
The head footman raised acrust cautioudy.

“I’ve got chicken neck and pickle,” he said. “ Anyone got any cheese?’

The second coachman ingpected hisbox. “It’ s boiled bacon again,” he complained. “ She aways gives
me boiled bacon. She knows | don't likeit. She don’'t even cut the fat off.”

“Isit thick whitefat?’ said thefirst coachman.

“Yeah. Horrible. Isthisright for aholiday feast or what?’



“I'll swap you alettuce and tomato.”
“Right. Whatnot got, Jmmy?’

The underfootman shyly opened his perfect package. There were four sandwiches, crusts cut off. There
wasagprig of pardey. There was even angpkin.

“Smoked saimon and cream cheese,” he said.

“And gtill abit of thewedding cake,” said thefirst coachman. “Ain’'t you et that al up yet?’

“Wehaveit every night,” said the underfootman.

The shed shook with the ensuing laughter. It isauniversa fact that any innocent comment made by any
recently-married young member of any workforce isan instant trigger for coarse merriment among his or
her older and more cynical colleagues. This happens even if everyone concerned has nine legs and lives
at the bottom of an ocean of ammoniaon ahuge cold planet. It'sjust one of those things.

“Y ou make the most of it,” said the second coachman gloomily, when they’ d settled down again. “It
sarts off kisses and cake and them cutting the crusts off, and next thing you know it’ s down to tongue
pie, cold bum and the copper stick.”

“Theway | seeit,” thefirst coachman began, “it’sdl about the way you - *

There was aknocking at the door.

The underfootman, being the junior member, got up and opened it.

“It'sanold crone,” he said. “What do you want, old crone?’

“Fancy adrink?’ said Nanny Ogg. She held up ajug over which hung a perceptible haze of evaporating
alcohol, and blew a paper squeaker.

“What?’ said the footman.
“Shamefor you ladsto beworking. It'saholiday! Whoopee!”

“What' s going on?’ the senior coachman began, and then he entered the cloud of alcohal. “Gods! What
isthat Suff?

“Smdlslikerum, Air Travis.”

The senior coachman hesitated. From the Streets came music and laughter asthefirst of the processons
got under way. Fireworks popped across the sky. It wasn't anight to be without just asip of alcohal.

“What aniceold lady,” he said.

Nanny Ogg waved the jug again. “Up your eye!” she said. “Mud in your bottom!”



What might be caled the classical witch comesin two basic varieties, the complicated and the smple,
or, to put it another way, the onesthat have aroom full of regdiaand the onesthat don't. Magrat was by
inclination one of the former sort. For example, take magical knives. She had a complete collection of
magica knives, al with the gppropriate coloured handles and complicated runes al over them.

It had taken many years under the tutel age of Granny Weatherwax for Magrat to learn that the common
kitchen breadknife was better than the most ornate of magic knives. It could do dl that the magica knife
could do, plusyou could also useit to cut bread.

Every established kitchen has one ancient knife, its handle worn thin, its blade curved like a banana, and
soinexplicably sharp that reaching into the drawer at night is like bobbing for gpplesin apiranhatank.

Magrat had hers stuck in her belt. Currently she wasthirty feet above the ground, one hand holding on
to her broomstick, the other on to adrainpipe, both legs dangling. Housebreaking ought to be easy, when
you had abroomstick. But this did not appesar to be the case.

Findly she got both legs around the pipe and afirm grip on atimely gargoyle. She waggled the knifein
between the two halves of the window and lifted the latch. After acertain amount of grunting, shewas
indde, leaning againg thewal and panting. Blue lights flashed in front of her eyes, echoing the fireworks
that laced the night outside.

Granny had kept on asking her if she was sure she wanted to do this. And she was amazed to find that
shewas sure. Even if the snake women were aready wandering around the house. Being awitch meant
going into placesyou didn’t want to go.

She opened her eyes.

There wasthe dress, in the middle of the floor, on adressmaker’ s dummy.

A Klatchian Candle burst over Genua. Green and red stars exploded in the velvet darkness, and lit up
thegemsand dlksin front of Magrat.

It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

She crept forward, her mouth dry.

Warm migsrolled through the swamp.

Mrs Gogol stirred the cauldron.

“What arethey doing?’ said Saturday.

“Stopping the story,” she said. “Or . . . maybe not. . .”
She stood up.

“One way or another, it'sour time now. Let’ sgo to the clearing.”



Shelooked at Saturday’ sface.

“Areyou frightened?’

“I'.. . know what will happen afterwards,” said the zombie. “Even if wewin.”
“We both do. But we' ve had twelve years.”

“Yes. We ve had twelve years.”

“And Ellawill rulethecity.”

“Y&,”

In the coachmen’ s shed Nanny Ogg and the coachmen were getting along, as she put it, likeamaison en
flambe.

The underfootman smiled vaguely at thewall, and dumped forward.

“That' syoung pippletoday,” said the head coachman, trying to fish hiswig out of hismug. “Can’'t hold
their drin.. . . their drine. . . stuff. . .”

“Have ahair of thedog, Mr Travis?’ said Nanny, filling the mug. “Or scale of the dligator or whatever
you cdl it in these parts”

“Reckon,” said the senior footman, “we should be gettin’ the coesshe ready, what say?’
“Reckon you' ve got time for one more yet,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Ver generous,” said the coachman. “Ver' generous. Here' slookin® at you, Mrsrsrs Goo . . "

Magrat had dreamed of dresseslikethis. In the pit of her soul, in the small hours of the night, she'd
danced with princes. Not shy, hardworking princes like V erence back home, but red ones, with crysta
blue eyes and white teeth. And she’ d worn dresseslike this. And they had fitted.

She stared at the ruched deeves, the embroidered bodice, the fine white lace. It was dl aworld away
from her. .. wdll. . . Nanny Ogg kept caling them ‘Magrats', but they were trousers, and very practica.

Asif being practical mattered at dl.
She stared for along time,

Then, with tears streaking her face and changing colour asthey caught the light of the fireworks, she
took the knife and began to cut the dressinto very small pieces.

The senior coachman’s head bounced gently off his sandwiches.



Nanny Ogg stood up, alittle unsteadily. She placed the junior footman’ swig under his dumbering head,
because she was not an unkind woman. Then she stepped out into the night.

A figure moved near thewall.

“Magrat?” hissed Nanny.

“Nanny?’

“Did you seeto the dress?’

“Have you seen to the footmen?”’

“Right, then,” said Granny Weatherwax, stepping out of the shadows. “ Then ther€’ sjust the coach.”
She tiptoed theatrically to the coachhouse and opened the door. It grated loudly on the cobbles.
“Shssdl” said Nanny.

There was a stub of candle and some matches on aledge. Magrat fumbled the candle alight.
Thecoach lit up like aglitter ball.

It was excessively ornate, asif someone had taken a perfectly ordinary coach and then gone insane with
fretwork and gold paint.

Granny Weatherwax walked around it.
“A bit showy,” shesad.

“Seemsared shameto smashit up,” said Nanny sadly. Sherolled up her deeves and then, asan
afterthought, tucked the hem of her skirt into her drawers,

“Bound to be ahammer somewhere around here,” she said, turning to the benches dong thewalls.
“Don’t! That'd make too much noise!” hissed Magrat. “ Hang on amoment. . .”

She pulled the despised wand out of her belt, gripped it tightly, and waved it towards the coach.
Therewasabrief inrush of air.

“Blow medown,” said Nanny Ogg. “| never would have thought of that.”

On the floor was alarge orange pumpkin.

“It wasnothing,” said Magrat, risking atouch of pride.

“Hah! That's one coach that'll never roll again,” said Nanny.

“Hey . .. can you do that to the horsestoo?’ said Granny.



Magrat shook her head. “Urn, | think that would be very cruel.”
“You'reright. You'reright,” said Granny. “No excusefor crudlty to dumb animals.”
Thetwo gdlions watched her with equine curiosity as she undid the loose-box gates.

“Off you go,” she said. “Big green fidds out there somewhere.” She glanced momentarily at Magrat.
“Y ou have been em-horse-sipated.”

Thisdidn't seem to have much effect.

Granny sighed. She climbed up onto the wooden wall that separated the boxes, reached up, grabbed a
horse ear in ether hand, and gently dragged their heads down level with her mouth.

She whispered something.

The stdlions turned and looked one another in the eye.

Then they looked down at Granny.

She grinned at them, and nodded.

Then. ..

It isimpossible for ahorseto go ingtantly from astanding start to agallop, but they almost managed it.
“What on earth did you say to them?’ said Magrat.

“Mystic horseman’ sword,” said Granny. “Passed down to Gytha s Jason, who passed it up to me.
Worksevery time.”

“Hetold you it?’ said Nanny.

“yes”

“What, dl of it?’

“Yes” sad Granny, smugly.

Magrat tucked the wand back into her belt. As she did so, a square of white materia fell on to thefloor.

White gems and silk glimmered in the candldlight as she reached down hurriedly to pick it up, but there
wasn't alot that escaped Granny Westherwax.

Shesghed.
“Magrat Garlick . ..” she began.
“Yes” said Magrat meekly. “Yes. | know. I’'m awet hen.”

Nanny patted her gently on the shoulder.



“Never mind,” she said. “We ve done agood night’ swork here. That Ella has about as much chance of
being sent to the bal tonight as| haveof . . . of becoming queen.”

“No dress, no footmen, no horses and no coach,” said Granny. “1’d like to see her get out of that one.
Stories? Hah!”

“So what’ rewe going to do now?’ said Magrat, asthey crept out of the yard.

“It' sFat Lunchtime!” said Nanny. “Hot diggety pig!” Greebo wandered out of the darkness and rubbed
agang her legs.

“I thought Lily wastrying to tamp it out,” said Magrat.

“May aswell try to slamp out aflood,” said Nanny. “Kick out ajam!”

“| don't agree with dancing in the streets,” said Granny. “How much of that rum did you drink?’

“Oh, comeon, Esme,” said Nanny. “They say if you can't have agood time in Genuayou' re probably
dead.” She thought about Saturday. “Y ou can probably have abit of quiet fun evenif you are deed, in
Genua”

“Hadn’'t we better stay here, though?’ said Magrat. “ Just to make sure?’

Granny Weatherwax hesitated.

“What do you think, Esme?’ said Nanny Ogg. “Y ou think she’sgoing to be sent to the bal ina
pumpkin, eh? Get afew miceto pull it, eh? Heheh!”

A vision of the snake women floated across Granny Weathenvax’ s mind, and she hesitated. But, after
al, it had been along day. And it was ridiculous, when you cameto think about it. . .

“Wadll, dl right,” shesaid. “But I’'m not going to kick any jam, you understand.”
“There sdancing and al sorts,” said Nanny.
“And banana drinks, | expect,” said Magrat.

“It'samillion to one chance, yes,” said Nanny Ogg happily.

Lilith de Tempscire smiled a hersdlf in the double mirror.

“Oh deary me,” she said. “No coach, no dress, no horses. What is a poor old godmother to do? Deary
me. And probably lawks.”

She opened asmall lesther case, such asamusician might use to carry hisvery best piccolo.

There was awand in there, the twin of the one carried by Magrat. She took it out and gave it acouple
of twists, moving the gold and Slver ringsinto anew pogtion.



The clicking sounded like the nastiest pump-action mechaniam.

“And me with nothing but apumpkin, too,” said Lilith.

And of course the difference between sgpient and non-sapient thingswas that while it was hard to
change the shape of the former it was not actually impossible. It wasjust ameatter of changing amental
channel. Whereas anon-sapient thing like a pumpkin, and it was hard to imagine anything less sapient
than a pumpkin, could not be changed by any magic short of sourcery.

Unlessits molecules remembered atime when they weren't apumpkin. . .

She laughed, and ahillion reflected Lilithslaughed with her, dl around the curve of the mirror universe.

Fat Lunchtime was no longer celebrated in the centre of Genua. But in the shanty town around the high
white buildings it strutted its dark and torchlit stuff. There were fireworks. There were dancers, and
fire-eaters, and feathers, and sequins. The witches, whose idea of homely entertainment wasaMorris
dance, watched open-mouthed from the crowded sidewalk as the parades strutted by.

“There sdancing skeletons!” said Nanny, as ascore of bony figures whirred down the Street.

“They'renct,” said Magrat. “ They're just men in black tights with bones painted on.”

Someone nudged Granny Westherwax. She looked up into the large, grinning face of ablack man. He
passed her astonejug.

“Thereyou go, honey.”

Granny took it, hesitated for amoment, and then took a swig. She nudged Magrat and passed on the
bottle.

“Frgtht!! Gizeer!” shesad.

“What?’ shouted Magrat, above the noise of amarching band.

“The man wants usto passit on,” said Granny.

Magrat looked at the bottle neck. She tried surreptitiously to wipeit on her dress, despite the
sdf-evident fact that germs on it would have burned off long ago. She ventured a brief nip, and then
nudged Nanny Ogg.

“Kwizathugner!” she said, and dabbed at her eyes.

Nanny up-ended the bottle. After awhile Magrat nudged her again.

“I think we' re meant to passit on?’ she ventured.

Nanny wiped her mouth and passed the now rather lighter jug randomly to atall figure on her |€ft.

“Hereyou go, migter,” shesaid.



THANK YOU.
“Nice costume you got there. Them bones are painted on really good.”

Nanny turned back to watch a procession of juggling fire-eaters. Then a connection appeared to be
made somewhere in the back of her mind. She looked up. The stranger had wandered off.

She shrugged.

“What shdl we do next?’ shesaid.

Granny Weatherwax was staring fixedly at agroup of ground-zero limbo dancers. A lot of the dancesin
the parades had thisin common: they expressed explicitly what things like maypoles only hinted at. They
covered it with sequins, too.

“You'll never fed safein the privy again, en?’ said Nanny Ogg. At her feet Greebo sat primly watching
some dancing women wearing nothing but feathers, trying to work out what to do about them.

“No. | wasthinkin’ of something else. | wasthinkin” about . . . how storieswork. And now . . . | think
I’d like something to eat,” said Granny weakly. Sheradlied abit. “And | mean some proper food, not
somethin’ scraped off the bottom of apond. And | don’t want any of this cuisine stuff, neither.”

“Y ou ought to be more adventurous, Granny,” said Magrat.

“| an't againgt adventure, in moderation,” said Granny, “but not when I’'m eatin’.”

“There saplace back there that does dligator sandwiches,” said Nanny, turning away from the parade.
“Canyou believe that? Alligatorsin asandwich?’

“That reminds me of ajoke,” said Granny Westherwax. Something was nagging at her consciousness.
Nanny Ogg started to cough, but it didn’t work.

“Thisman went into aninn,” saild Granny Weatherwax, trying to ignore the rising uneasiness. “And he
saw thissign. And it said “We serve dll kinds of sandwiches.” And he said, “ Get me an dligator sandwich

- and | want it right away!”’

“I don't think aligator sandwichesisvery kind to aligators,” said Magrat, dropping the observation into
the leaden pause.

“| dways say alaugh doesyou good,” said Nanny.

Lilith amiled at thefigure of Ella, standing forlornly between the snake women.

“And such araggedy dress, too,” she said. “And the door to the room was locked. Tut-tut. However
can it have happened?’

Ellagared at her feet.



Lilith smiled at the sters. “Well,” shesad, “we' |l just have to do the best we can with what we ve got.
Hmm? Fetch me. . . fetch metwo rats and two mice. | know you can dways find rats and mice. And
bring in the big pumpkin.”

She laughed. Not the mad, shrill laughter of the bad fairy who' s been defested, but the rather pleasant
laughter of someone who' s just seen thejoke.

Shelooked reflectively at the wand.

“But firgt,” shesad, trandferring her gaze to Ella s pdeface, “you’ d better bring in those naughty men
who let themselves get so drunk. That's not respectful. And if you haven't got respect, you haven’t got

anything.”

The clicking of the wand was the only sound in the kitchen.

Nanny Ogg poked at thetall drink in front of her.

“Beats me why they putsan umbrellainit,” she said, sucking the cocktail cherry off the stick. “1 mean,
do they want to Stop it getting wet or something?’

She grinned a Magrat and Granny, who were both staring gloomily at the passing celebrations.

“Cheer up,” shesad. “Never seen such apair of long facesin al my puff.”

“That' s neat rum you'redrinking,” said Magrat.

“You'reteling me,” sad Nanny, taking aswig. “Cheerd”

“It wastoo easy,” said Granny Weatherwax.

“It wasonly easy ‘coswe doneit,” said Nanny. “Y ou want something done, we' rethegirlsto do it, eh?
Y ou show me anyone e se who could have nipped in there and done dl that in the nick of time, eh?
Especialy the coach bit.”

“It doesn't make agood story,” said Granny.

“Oh, bugger stories,” said Nanny loftily. “Y ou can dways change agtory.”

“Only at theright places,” said Granny. “ Anyway, maybe they could get her anew dress and horses and
acoach and everything.”

“Where? When?’ said Nanny. “It'saholiday. And there sno time, anyway. They’ |l be sarting the ball
at any moment.”

Granny Weatherwax’ s fingers drummed on the edge of the cafetable.
Nanny sighed.

“Now what?’ shesaid.



“It does't happen likethis,” said Granny.

“Listen, Esme, the only kind of magic that’d work right now iswand magic. And Magrat’ s got the
wand.” Nanny nodded at Magrat. “ Ain't that so, Magrat?’

“Um,” said Magrat.

“Not lost it, have you?’

“No, but -

“Thereyou are, then.”

“Only...um...Ellasaid she' d got two godmothers. . .”

Granny Weatherwax’ s hand thumped down on the table. Nanny’ s drink flew into the air and overturned.
“That'sright!” roared Granny.

“That was nearly full. That wasanearly full drink,” said Nanny reproachfully.

“Comeon!”

“Best part of awhole glass of- *

“Did | say | wasn't coming?| wasjust pointing out -

“Now!”

“Can | just ask the man to get me ano- “

The witches were hafway up the street when a coach rattled out of the driveway and trundled away.
“That can't beit!” said Magrat. “Wegot rid of it!”

“We ort to have chopped it up,” said Nanny. “There' s good eating on a pumpk-*

“They’vegot us,” said Granny, dowing down to a stop.

“Can’'t you get into the minds of the horses?” said Magrat.

The witches concentrated.

“They ain't horses,” said Nanny. “They fed like. ..

“Ratsturned into horses,” said Granny, who was even better at getting into peopl€’ s minds than shewas



at getting under their skins. “They fed like that poor old wolf. Minds like afirework display.” Shewinced
at the taste of them in her own head.

“I bet,” said Granny, thoughtfully, as the coach skidded around the corner, “1 bet | could make the
whedsfal right off.”

“That'snot theway,” said Magrat. “ Anyway, Ella sin therel”

“There may be another way,” said Nanny. “1 know someone who could get inside them minds right
enough.”

“Who?’ said Magrat.
“Wdll, we've dtill got our brooms,” said Nanny. “It should be easy to overtakeit, right?’
The witcheslanded in an aleyway afew minutes ahead of the coach.

“I don't hold with this” said Granny. “It’ sthe sort of thing Lily does. Y ou can't expect meto likethis.
Think of that wolf!”

Nanny lifted Greebo out of his nest among the bristles.
“But Greebo’ s nearly human anyway,” she said.
“Hah!”

“Andit’'Il only betemp'ry, even with thethree of usdoingit,” shesaid. “Anyway, it'll beint resting to
seeif it works”

“Yes, but it swrong,” said Granny.

“Not for these parts, it seems,” said Nanny.

“Beddes,” sad Magrat virtuoudy, “it can’t be bad if we' re doing it. We re the good ones.”

“Ohyes, soweis,” said Granny, “and there was me forgetting it for aminute there.”

Nanny stood back. Greebo, aware that something was expected of him, sat up.

“Y ou must admit we can't think of anything better, Granny,” said Magrat.

Granny hedtated. But under al the revulson wasthe little treacherous flame of fascination with the idea.
Besides, she and Greebo had hated one another cordidly for years. Almost human, eh? Give him ataste
of it, then, and see how helikesit . . . Shefdt abit ashamed of the thought. But not much.

“Oh, dl right.”

They concentrated.

AsLily knew, changing the shape of an object is one of the hardest magicsthereis. But it'seaser if the
object isdive. After dl, aliving thing dready knowswhat shapeit is. All you haveto do ischangeits



mind.

Greebo yawned and stretched. To his amazement he went on stretching.

Through the pathways of hisfeline brain surged atide of belief. He suddenly believed he was human. He
wasn't Smply under theimpression that he was human; he believed it implicitly. The sheer force of the
unshakeable belief flowed out into his morphic fidd, overriding its objections, rewriting the very blueprint
of hissf.

Fresh ingtructions surged back.

If he was human, he didn’t need dl thisfur. And he ought to be bigger . . .

The witches watched, fascinated.

“I never thought we'd doit,” said Granny.

... no points on the ears, the whiskersweretoo long. . .

... he needed more muscle, al these bones were the wrong shape, these legs ought to be longer . . .
And then it wasfinished.

Greebo unfolded himself and stood up, alittle unsteadily.

Nanny stared, her mouth open.

Then her eyes moved downwards.

“Cor,” shesad.

“I think,” said Granny Westherwax, “that we d better imagine some clothes on him right now.”

That was easy enough. When Greebo had been clothed to her satisfaction Granny nodded and stood
back.

“Magrat, you can open your eyes,” shesad.
“I hadn’t got them closed.”
“Widll, you should have had.”

Greebo turned dowly, afaint, lazy smile on his scarred fpce. Asahuman, his nose was broken and a
black patch covered his bad eye. But the other one glittered like the sins of angels, and his smile wasthe
downfal of saints. Female ones, anyway.

Perhaps it was pheromones, or the way his musclesrippled under his black leather shirt. Greebo
broadcast akind of greasy diabolic sexudity in the megawaitt range. Just looking at him was enough to
set dark wingsfluttering in the crimson night.

“Uh, Greebo,” said Nanny.



He opened his mouth. Incisors glittered.

“Wrowmwwwi,” he said.

“Can you understand me?’

“Yessss, Nannyyy.”

Nanny Ogg leaned against the wall for support.

There was the sound of hooves. The coach had turned into the street.
“Get out there and stop that coach!”

Greebo grinned again, and darted out of the dley.

Nanny fanned hersdf with her hat.

“Whoo-eee,” shesaid. “And to think | used to tickle histummy . . . No wonder al the lady cats scream
anignt.”

“Gytha”
“Wadll, you' ve gone very red, Esme.”

“I’'mjust out of breath,” said Granny.

“Funny, that. It' snot asif you' ve been running.”
The coach rattled down the street.

The coachmen and footmen were not at al sure what they were. Their minds oscillated wildly. One
moment they were men thinking about cheese and bacon rinds. And the next they were mice wondering
why they had trousers on.

Asfor thehorses. . . horses are alittle insane anyway, and being arat aswell wasn't any help.

So none of them were in avery stable frame of mind when Greebo stepped out of the shadows and
grinned at them.

Hesad, “Wrowwwl.”

The horsestried to stop, which is practicaly impossible with a coach till piling along behind you. The
coachmen frozein terror.

“Wrowwwl?’

The coach skidded around and came up broadside against awall, knocking the coachmen off. Greebo
picked one of them up by his collar and bounced him up and down while the maddened horses fought to
get out of the shafts.



“Run awayy, furry toy?’ he suggested.

Behind the frightened eyes man and mouse fought for supremacy. But they needn’t have bothered. They
would lose elther way. As consciousness flickered between the states it saw either agrinning cat or a
gx-foot, well-muscled, one-eyed grinning bully.

The coachmouse fainted. Greebo patted him afew times, in case he was going to move.. . .

“Wakeup, littlemousey .. "

... and then lost interest.

The coach door rattled, jammed, and then opened.

“What' shappening?’ sad Ella
“Wronmwwwi!”

Nanny Ogg’ s boot hit Greebo on the back of his head.

“Oh no you don't, my lad,” she said.

“Want to,” said Greebo sulkily.

“You dwaysdo, that’syour trouble,” said Nanny, and smiled at Ella. “Out you come, dear.”

Greebo shrugged, and then dunk off, dragging the sStunned coachman after him.

“What' s happening?’ complained Ella. “ Oh. Magrat. Did you do this?’

Magrat dlowed hersdf amoment’ s shy pride.

“| said you wouldn’t haveto goto the bal, didn’t 17’

Ellalooked around at the disabled coach, and then back to the witches.

“You an't got any snake women in there with you, have you?’ said Granny. Magrat gripped the wand.
“They went on ahead,” said Ella. Her face clouded as she recalled something.

“Lilith turned the red coachmen into beetles,” she whispered. “1 mean, they weren't that bad! She made
them get some mice and she made them human and then she said, there’ sgot to be balance, and the
sstersdragged in the coachmen and she turned them into beetlesand then . . . shetrod onthem . . .”
She stopped, horrified.

A firework burst in the sky, but in the street below abubble of terrible slence hung inthe air.

“Witchesdon't kill people,” said Magrat.



“Thisisforeign parts,” muttered Nanny, looking away.

“I think,” said Granny Westherwax, “that you ought to get right away from here, young lady.”
“They just went crack - “

“WE ve got the brooms,” said Magrat. “We could al get away.”

“ She' d send something after you,” said Elladarkly. “1 know her. Something from out of amirror.”
“Sowe dfight it,” said Magrat.

“No,” said Granny.” Whatever’ s going to happen’ s going to happen here. We' ll send the young lady off
somewhere safeand then . . . we shall see”

“Butif 1 go away she'll know,” said Ella. “ She' sexpecting to see me at the ball right now! And she'll
comelooking!”

“That soundsright, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg. “Y ou want to face her somewhere you choose. | don't
want her lookin’ for uson anight likethis. | want to see her coming.”

There was afluttering in the darkness above them. A small dark shape glided down and landed on the
cobbles. Even in the darknessits eyes gleamed. It Stared expectantly at the witcheswith far too much
intelligence for amerefowl.

“That'sMrs Gogol’ s cockerdl,” said Nanny, “an’t it?’

“Exactly what it is| might never exactly decide,” said Granny. “I wish | knew where she stood.”
“Good or bad, you mean?’ said Magrat.

“She’ sagood cook,” said Nanny. “I don't think anyone can cook like she do and be that bad.”

“Is she the woman who lives out in the swvamp?’ said Ella. “1I’ ve heard dl kinds of stories about her.”

“She' sahit too ready to turn dead people into zombies,” said Granny. “And that’ s not right.”

“Wdll, wejust turned a cat into a person - | mean, a human person” - Nanny, inveterate cat lover,
corrected hersdlf- “and that’ s not strictly right ether. It's probably along way from strictly right.”

“Yes, but wedid it for the right reasons,” said Granny.

“We don't know what Mrs Gogol’ sreasons are - *

Therewas agrowl from the aley-way. Nanny scuttled towardsit, and they heard her scolding voice.
“No! Put him down this minute!”

“Ming Ming!”

Legba dtrutted alittle way along the street, and then turned and looked expectantly at them.



Granny scratched her chin, and walked alittle way away from Magrat and Ella, szing them up. Then she
turned and looked around.

“Hmm,” shesad. “Lily isexpecting to seeyou, an't she?’
“She can look out of reflections,” said Ellanervoudy.

“Hmm,” said Granny again. She stuck her finger in her ear and twiddled it for amoment. “Well, Magrat,
you' re the godmother around here. What' s the most important thing we have to do?’

Magrat had never played acard gamein her life.

“Keep Ellasafe,” she said promptly, amazed at Granny suddenly admitting that she was, after all, the
one who had been given the wand. “ That’ swhat fairy godmothering isdl about.”

HYS?!
Granny Weatherwax frowned.
“You know,” shesaid, “you two are just about the samesize. . .”

Magrat’ s expression of puzzlement lasted for haf asecond before it was replaced by one of sudden
horror.

She backed away.

“Someone sgot todoit,” said Granny.

“Oh, no! No! It wouldn’t work! It really wouldn't work! No!”

“Magrat Garlick,” sad Granny Wesatherwax, triumphantly, “you shdl gotothe bal!”

The coach cornered on two whedls. Greebo stood on the coachman’ s box, swaying and grinning madly
and cracking the whip. Thiswas even better than hisfluffy ball withabel init. . .

Inside the coach Magrat was wedged between the two older witches, her head in her hands.
“But Ellamight get lost in the swamp!”

“Not with that cockerd leading theway. She'll be safer in Mrs Gogol’ s swamp than at the ball, | know
that,” said Nanny.

“Thank you!”
“You rewecome,” said Granny.
“Everyoné |l know I’'m not her!”

“Not with the mask on they won't,” said Granny.



“But my hair’ sthewrong colour!”

“I cantint that up atreet, no problem,” said Nanny.

“I"'m thewrong shape!”

“Wecan - “ Granny hesitated. “ Can you, you know, puff yoursaf out abit more?’

“No!”

“Have you got a spare handkerchief, Gytha?’

“1 reckon | could tear abit off my petticoat, Esme.”

“Ouch!”

“Therel”

“And these glass shoes don’t fit!”

“They fit mefine,” said Nanny. “I gave‘ematry.”

“Yes, but I’ve got smaller feet than you!”

“That'sdl right,” said Granny. “Y ou put on acouple of pairsof my socksand they’ll fit red shug.”
Bereft of al further excuses, Magrat struck out in sheer desperation.

“But | don’t know how to behave at balls!”

Granny Wesatherwax had to admit that she didn’t, either. She raised her eyebrows at Nanny.
“Y ou used to go dancin” when you were young,” she said.

“Wall,” said Nanny Ogg, socid tutor, “what you do is, you tap men with your fan - got your fan?- and
say thingslike“La, sir!” It helpsto giggle, too. And flutter your eyelashes abit. And pout.”

“How am | supposed to pout?’

Nanny Ogg demonstrated.

“Yuk!”

“Don’'t worry,” said Granny. “WEe |l be theretoo.”
“And that’ s supposed to make me fed better, isit?’

Nanny reached behind Magrat and grabbed Granny’ s shoulder. Her lipsformed the words: Won't
work. She' sl to pieces. No confidence.

Granny nodded.



“Perhaps| ought to do it,” said Nanny, inaloud voice. “I’m experienced at balls. | bet if | wore my hair
long and wore the mask and them shiny shoes and we hemmed up the dress afoot no one' d know the
difference, what do you say?’

Magrat was so overawed by the sheer fascinating picture of thisthat she obeyed unthinkingly when
Granny Weatherwax said, “Look a me, Magrat Garlick.”

The pumpkin coach entered the palace drive at high speed, scattering horses and pedestrians, and
braked by the stepsin ashower of gravel.

“That wasfun,” said Greebo. And then lost interest.

A couple of flunkies bustled forward to open the door, and were nearly thrown back by the sheer force
of the arrogance that emanated from within.

“Hurry up, peasants!”

Magrat swept out, pushing the major-domo away. She gathered up her skirts and ran up the red carpet.
At the top, afootman was unwise enough to ask her for her ticket.

“Y ou impertinent lackey!”

The footman, recognizing instantly the boundless bad manners of the well-bred, backed away quickly.
Down by the coach, Nanny Ogg said, “Y ou don’t think you might have overdoneit alittle bit?’

“I hadto,” said Granny. “Y ou know what she' slike.”

“How arewe going to get in? We ain't got tickets. And we ain't dressed properly, either.”

“Get the broomsticks down off therack,” said Granny. “We re going straight to the top.”

They touched down on the battlements of atower overlooking the palace grounds. The strains of courtly
music drifted up from below, and there was the occasiond pop and flare of fireworks from theriver.

Granny opened alikely-looking door in the tower and descended the circular stairs, which led to a
landing.

“Posh carpet on thefloor,” said Nanny. “Why'sit on the wallstoo?’
“Them’ stapedtries,” said Granny.

“Cor,” said Nanny. “You liveand learn. Wéll, | do anyway.”
Granny stopped with her hand on adoorknob.

“What do you mean by that?’ she said.

“Wéll, | never knew you had asster.”



“We never talked about her.”

“It' sashame when families bregk up like that,” said Nanny.

“Huh! You said your sister Beryl was agreedy ingrate with the conscience of an oyster.”

“Wadll, yes, but sheismy sger.”

Granny opened the door.

“Wdl, well,” shesad.

“What' s up? What' s up? Don't just stand there.” Nanny peered around her and into the room.

“Coo,” shesaid.

Magrat paused in the big, red-velvet ante-room. Strange thoughts fireworked around her head; she
hadn’t felt like this Since the herba wine. But struggling among them like atiny prosaic potato in aspray
of psycheddic chrysanthemumswas an inner voice screaming that she didn’t even know how to dance,
Apart fromincircles.

But it couldn’t be difficult if ordinary people managed it.

Thetiny inner Magrat struggling to keep its balance on the surge of arrogant salf-confidence wondered if
thiswas how Granny Weetherwax fdt dl thetime.

She raised the hem of her dress dightly and looked down at her shoes.

They couldn’'t bered glass, or else she' d be hobbling towards some emergency first aid by now. Nor
were they trangparent. The human foot isauseful organ but is not, except to some people with highly
specidized interedts, particularly attractiveto look at.

The shoes were mirrors. Dozens of facets caught the light.

Two mirrorson her feet. Magrat vaguely recalled something about . . . about awitch never getting
caught between two mirrors, wasn't it? Or wasit never trust a man with orange eyebrows? Something
she’ d been taught, back when she’ d been an ordinary person. Something. . . like. . . awitch should
never stand between two mirrors because, because, because the person that walked away might not be
the same person. Or something. Like. . . you were spread out among the images, your whole soul was
pulled out thin, and somewhere in the distant images adark part of you would get out and come looking
for you, if you weren't very careful. Or something.

She overruled the thought. It didn’t matter.

She stepped forward, to where alittle knot of other guests were waiting to make their entrance.

“Lord Henry Gleet and Lady Gleet!”

The ballroom wasn't aroom at al, but a courtyard open to the soft night airs. Stepsled down into it. At

thefar end, another much wider staircase, lined with nickering torches, led up into the paaceitself. On
thefar wall, huge and easily visible, was aclock.



“The Honourable Douglas Incessant!”

Thetimewas aquarter to eight. Magrat had a vague recollection of some old woman shouting something
about thetime, but. . . that didn’t matter either . . .

“Lady VolentiaD’ Arrangement!”

She reached the top of the stairs. The butler who was announcing the arrivals looked her up and down
and then, in the manner of one who had been coached carefully dl afternoon for this very moment,

bellowed:
“Er ... Myserious and beautiful stranger!”

Silence spread out from the bottom of the steps like spilled paint. Five hundred heads turned to look at
Magrat.

A day before, even the mere thought of having five hundred people staring at her would have melted
Magrat like butter in afurnace. But now she stared back, smiled, and raised her chin haughtily.

Her fan snapped open like agunshot.

The mysterious and beautiful stranger, daughter of Simplicity Garlick, granddaughter of Araminta
Garlick, her self-possession churning so strongly that it was crystallizing out on the sdes of her

persondlity . . .
.. . Stepped out.
A moment later another guest stalked past the butler.

The butler hesitated. Something about the figure worried him. It kept going in and out of focus. He
was't entirdly certain if there was anyone dsethereat dl.

Then his common sense, which had temporarily gone and hidden behind something, took over. After dl,
it was Samedi Nuit Mort - people were supposed to dress up and look weird. Y ou were alowed to see
peoplelike that.

“Excuseme, er, Sr,” hesaid. “Who shdl | say itis?’

I’'M HERE INCOGNITO.

The butler was sure nothing had been said, but he was aso certain that he had heard the words.
“Urn...fine...” hemumbled. “Go onin, then. . . urn.” He brightened. “Damn good mask, gr.”

He watched the dark figure walk down the steps, and leaned against apillar.

Wall, that was about it. He pulled a handkerchief out from his pocket, removed his powdered wig, and

wiped his brow. Hefelt asthough he’ d just had a narrow escape, and what was even worse was that he
didn’t know from what.



He looked cautioudy around, and then sidled into the ante-room and took up a position behind avelvet
curtain, where he could enjoy aquiet roll-up.

He nearly swallowed it when another figure loped silently up the red carpet. It was dressed like apirate

that had just raided a ship carrying black lesther goods for the discerning customer. One eye had a patch
over it. The other gleamed like amaevolent emerald. And no-one that big ought to be able to walk that

quigtly.
The butler stuck the dog-end behind his ear.

“Excuseme, milord,” he said, running after the man and touching him firmly yet respectfully on thearm.
“| shall needto seeyour tic...your...tic..,

The man transferred his gaze to the hand on hisarm. The butler let go hurriedly.
“Wrowwwl|?’
“Your...ticket...”

The man opened his mouth and hissed.

“Of course” sad the butler, backing away with the efficient speed of someone who certainly isn't being
paid enough to face a needle-toothed maniac in black leather, “1 expect you' re one of the Duc’ sfriends,

yes?'
“Wrowwl.”

“No problem. .. no problem . . . but Sir hasforgotten Sirsmask . . .”

“Wrowwl?’
The butler waved frantically to asde-table piled high with masks.

“The Duc requested that everyone hereismasked,” said the butler. “Er. | wonder if Sir would find
something hereto hisliking?’

There sdwaysafew of them, he thought to himsdlf. It says‘Masque' in big curly letters on the invite, in
gold yet, but there saways afew buggers who thinksit meansit’ s from someone called Maskew. This
onewas quite likely looting towns when he should have been learning to read.

The greasy man stared at the masks. All the good ones had been taken by earlier arrivals, but that didn’t
seemto dismay him.

He pointed.
“Want that one,” he said.

“Er...a...verygood choice, my lord. Allow meto help you on - “

“Wrowwl!”



The butler backed away, clutching a hisown arm.

The man glared a him, then dropped the mask over his head and squinted out through an eyehole at a
mirror.

Damn odd, the butler thought. | mean, it’s not the kind of mask the men choose. They go for skullsand
birds and bulls and stuff like that. Not cats.

The odd thing was that the mask had just been a pretty ginger cat head when it was on thetable. On its
wearer itwas. . . fill acat head, only alot more so, and somehow dightly morefeline and alot nastier

than it should have been.
“ Aaalwaaays waanted to bee ginger,” said the man.
“Onyouitlooksgood, ar,” trilled the butler.
The cat-headed man turned his head thisway and that, clearly in love with what he was seeing.

Greebo yowled softly and happily to himself and ambled into the ball. He wanted something to edt,
someoneto fight, and then . . . well, he' d have to see.

For wolves and pigs and bears, thinking that they’ re human isatragedy. For acat, it's an experience,

Besides, this new shape was alot more fun. No-one had thrown an old boot a him for over ten minutes.

The two witches |ooked around the room.

“Odd,” said Nanny Ogg. “Not what I’ d expect in, you know, aroya bedroom.”
“Isit aroya bedroom?’

“There' sacrown on the door.”

] Oh.ll
Granny looked around at the decor.

“What do you know about roya bedrooms?’ she said, more or lessfor something to say. “You've
never been inaroya bedroom.”

“I might have been,” said Nanny.

“Y ou never havel”

“Remember young Verence' s coronation? We dl got invited to the palace?’ said Nanny. “When | went
to have a - to powder my nose | saw the door open, so | went in and had a bit of a bounce up and

down.”

“That’ streason. Y ou can get put in prison for that,” said Granny severdly, and added, “What was it
like?’



“Very comfy. Young Magrat doesn’t know what she smissing. And it was alot better than this, | don't
mind saying,” said Nanny.

The basic colour was green. Green walls, green floor. There was awardrobe and a bedside table. Even
abedsde rug, which was green. The light filtered in through awindow filled with greenish glass.

“Like being at the bottom of apond,” said Granny. She swatted something. “ And there sflies
everywhere!” She paused, asif thinking very hard, and sad, “Hmm. . .”

“A Duc pond,” said Nanny.

There were flies everywhere. They buzzed on the window and zigzagged aimlessly back and forth across
thecaling.

“Duc pond,” Nanny repeated, because people who make that kind of joke never let well done, “like
duck - “

“I heard,” said Granny. Sheflailed a afat bluebottle.
“Anyway, you' d think therewouldn’'t be fliesin aroya bedroom,” muttered Nanny.
“You'd think there’d be abed, in fact,” said Granny.

Which there wasn't. What there was instead, and what was preying somewhat on their minds, was abig
round wooden cover on thefloor. It was about six feet across. There were convenient handles.

They walked around it. Flies rose up and hummed away.

“I'mthinking of agtory,” said Granny.

“Metoo,” said Nanny Ogg, her tone dightly shriller than usud. “ There was this girl who married this man
and he said you can go anywhere you like in the palace but you mustn’t open that door and she did and
shefound he'd murdered dl hisother .. .”

Her voicetrailed off.

Granny was staring hard at the cover, and scratching her chin.

“Putitlikethis” said Nanny, trying to be reasonable againgt al odds. “What could we possibly find
under there did’ sworse than we could imagine?’

They each took ahandle.

Five minuteslater Granny Weatherwax and Nanny Ogg stepped outside the Duc’ s bedroom. Granny
closed the door very quietly.

They stared a one another.
“Cor,” said Nanny, her face il pale.

“Yes” sad Granny. “Storied”



“I"d heard about . . . you know, people like him, but | never believed it. Y uk. | wonder what he looks
like”

“Youcan'ttel just by lookin',” said Granny.
“It explainstheflies, at any rate,” said Nanny Ogg.

Sheraised ahand to her mouth in horror.

“And our Magrat’ s down there with him!” she said. “ And you know what’ s going to happen. They're
going to meet one another and - “

“But there’ s hundreds of other people,” said Granny. “It’ shardly what you'd call intimate.”

“Yes. .. but even the thought of him, you know, even touching her . . . | mean, it'd belike holding a-*
“Does Ellacount asaprincess, d' you think?’ said Granny.

“What? Oh. Y eah. Probably. For foreign parts. Why?’

“Then that means there s more than one Sory here. Lily’ sletting severa happen dl a the sametime,”
sad Granny. “Think about it. It's not touching that’ sthetrick. It skissng.”

“WEe ve got to get down there!” said Nanny. “We ve got to stop it! | mean, you know me, I'm no
prude, but...yuk...”

“| say! Old woman!”

They turned. A smdll fat woman in ared dress and atowering white wig was peering haughtily at them
from behind afox mask.

“Yes?'" snapped Granny.

“Yes, my lady,” said the fat woman. “Where are your manners? | demand that you direct meto the
powder room thisingtant! And what do you think you' re doing?’

Thiswas to Nanny Ogg, who waswalking around her and staring critically at her dress.
“You'rea20, maybea22?’ said Nanny.

“What? What isthisimpertinence?’

Nanny Ogg rubbed her chin thoughtfully. “Well, I dunno,” she said, “red in adress has never been me.
Y ou haven't got anything in blue, have you?’

The choleric woman turned to strike Nanny with her fan, but a skinny hand tapped her on the shoulder.

Shelooked up into Granny Weatherwax’ sface.

As she passed out dreamily she was aware of avoice, along way off, saying, “Wdll, that’ s mefitted. But



she'snever asize 20. Andif | had afacelikethat I'd never wear red . . "

Lady VolentiaD’ Arrangement relaxed in the inner sanctum of theladies rest room. She removed her
mask and fished an errant beauty spot from the depths of her decolletage. Then she reached around and
down to try and adjust her bustle, an exercise guaranteed to produce the most ridiculousfemae
gymnastics on every world except those where the panty girdle had been invented.

Apart from being as well-adapted a parasite as the oak bracket fungus Lady Volentia D’ Arrangement
was, by and large, ablameless sort of person. She aways attended eventsfor the better class of charity,
and made a point of knowing the first names of nearly al her servants - the cleaner ones, a least. And
shewas, on the whole, kind to animals and even to children if they had been washed and didn’t make too
much noise. All inal, she didn’t deserve what was about to happen to her, which was the fate Mother
Nature had in store for any woman in thisroom on this night who happened to have approximately the
same measurements as Granny Westherwax.

She was aware of someone coming up beside her.

“S cuseme, missus”

It turned out to be asmdll, repulsive lower-class woman with abig ingratiating smile.

“What do you want, old woman?’ said Lady Volentia
“Scuseme” said Nanny Ogg. “My friend over therewould like aword with you.”

Lady Volentialooked around haughtily into . . .

... icy, blue-eyed, hypnotic oblivion.

“What' sthisthing likean extrabu . . . hobo?’

“It sabustle, Esme.”

“It'sdamn uncomfortableiswhat it is. | keep on feding someone’ sfollowing me around.”

“The white suitsyou, anyway.”

“Noit don't. Black’sthe only colour for aproper witch. And thiswig istoo hot. Who wants afoot of
hair on their heads?’

Granny donned her mask. It was an eagl€e’ sface in white feathers stuck with sequins.
Nanny adjusted some unmentionable underpinning somewhere benesth her crinoline and straightened up.
“Cor, look at us” shesaid. “Them feathersin your hair redlly look good.”

“I’'ve never been vain,” said Granny Weatherwax. “Y ou know that, Gytha. No-one could ever call me
van.

“No, Esme,” said Nanny Ogg.



Granny twirled abit.
“Areyou ready then, Dame Ogg?’ shesad.
“Yes Let'sdoit, Lady Weatherwax.”

The dance floor was thronged. Decorations hung from every pillar, but they were black and silver, the

colours of thefegtival of Samedi Nuit Mort. An orchestrawas playing on abalcony. Dancers whirled.
Thedinwasimmense.

A waiter with atray of drinks suddenly found that he was awaiter without atray of drinks. He looked
around, and then down to asmall fox under ahuge white wig.

“Bugger off and get us some more,” said Nanny pleasantly. “Can you see her, your ladyship?’
“Ther€ stoo many people.”

“Wéll, can you seethe Duc?’

“How do | know? Everyone s got masks on!”

“Hey, isthat food over there?’

Many of the less energetic or more hungry of the Genua nohility were clustered around the long buffet.
All they were aware of, apart from sharp digswith a pair of industrious elbows, was an amiable
monotone at chest height, on thelinesof “. . . mind your backs. . . and asdethere. .. comin’ through.”

Nanny fought her way to the table and nudged a space for Granny Weatherwax.

“Cor, what aspread, en?’ she said. “Mind you, they havetiny chickensin these parts.” She grabbed a
plate.

“Them’'squails”

“I'll “avethree. “Ere, charlie chan!”
A flunkey stared at her.

“Got any pickles?’

“I"'m afraid not, ma am.”

Nanny Ogg looked aong atable which included roast swans, a roasted peacock that probably wouldn’t
have felt any better about it even if it had known that itstail feathers were going to be stuck back in
afterwards, and more fruits, boiled lobsters, nuts, cakes, creams and trifles than ahermit’ s dream.

“Wdl, got any rdish?’

“No, ma am.”

“Tomato ketchup?’



“No, ma am.”

“And they call thisagormay paradise,” muttered Nanny, as the band struck up the next dance. She
nudged atal figure helping himsdlf to the lobster. “ Some place, en?”

VERY NICE.

“Good mask you' ve got there.”

THANK YOU.

Nanny was spun around by Granny Wesatherwax’ s hand on her shoulder.
“Theré sMagrat!”

“Where? Where?” said Nanny.

“Over there. . . dtting by the potted plants.”

“Oh, yes. On the chassy longyew,” said Nanny. “That's“sofd’ in foreign, you know,” she added.

“What's shedoing?’
“Being attractive to men, | think.”
“What, Magrat?’

“Yeah. You'reredly getting good at that hypnotism, ain’'t you.”

Magrat fluttered her fan and looked up at the Compte de Y oyo.
“La, dr,” shesad. “You may get me another plate of lark’ seggs, if you redly must.”
“Like ashot, dear lady!” The old man bustled off in the direction of the buffet.

Magrat surveyed her empire of admirers, and then extended alanguorous hand towards Captain de
Vere of the Palace Guard. He stood to attention.

“Dear cagptain,” shesaid, “you may have the pleasure of the next dance.”
“Acting likeahussy,” said Granny disapprovingly.
Nanny gave her an odd |ook.

“Not redly,” shesaid. “Anyway, abit of hussing never did anyone any harm. At least none of those men
look like the Duc. “ Ere, what you doing?’

Thiswasto asmal ba d-headed man who was trying surreptitioudy to set up asmal easdl in front of



them.
“Uh. . .if youladies could just hold il for afew minutes,” he said shyly. “For the woodcut?”
“What woodcut?’ said Granny Wesatherwax.

“You know,” said the man, opening asmall penknife. “ Everyone likesto see their woodcut in the
broadsheets after abal like this?“Lady Thing enjoying ajoke with Lord Whatsit”, that sort of thing?’

Granny Weatherwax opened her mouith to reply, but Nanny Ogg laid a gentle hand on her arm. She
relaxed alittle and sought for something more suitable to say.

“I knows ajoke about aligator sandwiches,” she volunteered, and shook Nanny’s hand away. “ There
was aman, and he went into an inn and he said “ Do you sdll dligator sandwiches?” and the other man
sad“Yes’ and hesad, “Then give me an dligator sandwich - and don’'t be along time about it!””

She gave him atriumphant look.

“Yes?" said the woodcutter, chipping away quickly, “ And then what happened?’

Nanny Ogg dragged Granny away quickly, searching for adistraction.

“Some people don’t know a joke when they hear it,” said Granny.

Asthe band launched into another number Nanny Ogg rumbled in a pocket and found the dance card
that belonged to an owner now dumbering peacefully in adistant room.

“Thisis” sheturned the card round, her lips moving wonderingly, “Sir, Roger the Coverley?’
“Maam?’

Granny Wesgtherwax |ooked around. A plump military man with big whiskerswas bowing to her. He
looked as though he' d enjoyed quite afew jokesin histime.

13 YS?!
“Y ou promised me the honour of this dance, m’lady?’
“Nol didn't”

The man looked puzzled. “But | assureyou, Lady D’ Arrangement . . . your card . . . my nameis
Colond Moutarde. . .

Granny gave him alook of degp suspicion, and then read the dance card attached to her fan.
“Oh.”
“Do you know how to dance?’ hissed Nanny.

“Of course.”



“Never seen you dance,” said Nanny.

Granny Wegtherwax had been on the point of giving the colond as polite arefusa as she could manage.
Now shethrew back her shoulders defiantly.

“A witch can do anything she puts her mind to, Gytha Ogg. Come, Mr Colond.”

Nanny watched as the pair disappeared into the throng.

“*Allo, foxy lady,” said avoice behind her. She looked around. There was no-one there.
“Down here”

She looked down.

A very small body wearing the uniform of a captain in the palace guard, a powdered wig and an
ingratiating smile beamed up a her.

“My name' s Casanunda,” he said. “I’ m reputed to be the world’ s greatest lover. What do you think?’

Nanny Ogg looked him up and down or, at least, down and further down.

“You' readwarf,” shesaid.

“Sizeign'timportant.”

Nanny Ogg considered her position. One colleague known for her shy and retiring nature was currently
acting like that whatshername, the heathen queen who was dway's playing up to men and bathing in
ases milk and stuff, and the other one was acting very odd and dancing with aman even though she
didn’t know one foot from the other. Nanny Ogg felt shewas at least owed abit of timein which to be
her own woman.

“Can you dance aswdl?’ she said wearily.

“Oh yes. How about a date?’

“How old do you think | am?’ said Nanny.

Casanunda considered. “ All right, then. How about a prune?’

Nanny sighed, and reached down for his hand. “Come on.”

Lady VolentiaD’ Arrangement staggered limply along a passageway, aforlorn thin shapein complicated
corsetry and ankle-length underwesr.

Shewasn't a al surewhat had happened. There had been that frightful woman, and then thisfeding of
absolute blissand then . . . she' d been sitting on the carpet with her dress off. Lady Volentia had been to
enough balsin her dull lifeto know that there were occas ons when you woke up in strange rooms with
your dress off, but that tended to be later in the evening and at least you had some idea of why you were



there. ..
She eased her way dong, holding on to thewall. Someone was definitely going to get told off about this.

A figure came around a bend in the corridor, idly tossing aturkey leg into the air with one hand and
catching it with the other.

“l say,” said Lady Volentia, “I wonder if you would be so good asto-oh..."
Shelooked up at aleather-clad figure with an eyepatch and agrin like acorsair raider.
“Wroowwww|!”

“Oh. | sy!”

Nothing to this dancing, Granny Weatherwax told hersdlf. It’ sjust moving around to music.

It helped to be able to read her partner’ s mind. Dancing isingtinctive, after you' ve got past that stage of
looking down to see what your feet are doing, and witches are good at reading resonating ingtincts. There
was adight struggle asthe colone tried to lead, but he soon gavein, partly in the face of Granny
Weatherwax’ s sheer refusal to compromise but mainly because of her boots.

Lady D’ Arrangement’ s shoes hadn’t fitted. Besides, Granny was attached to her boots. They had
complicated iron fixtures, and toecaps like battering rams. When it came to dancing, Granny’ s boots
went exactly wherever they wanted to go.

She steered her helpless and dightly crippled partner towards Nanny Ogg, who had aready cleared
quite a space around her. What Granny could achieve with two pounds of hobnailed syncopation Nanny
Ogg could achieve merdly with her bosom.

It was alarge and experienced bosom, and not one that was subject to restraint. As Nanny Ogg
bounced down, it went up; when she gyrated right, it hadn’t finished twirling | eft. In addition, Nanny’s
feet moved in acomplicated jig step regardless of the actua tempo, so that while her body actualy
progressed at the speed of awaltz her feet were doing something abit nearer to ahornpipe. Thetotal
effect obliged her partner to dance severa feet away, and many surrounding couplesto stop dancing just
to watch in fascination, in case the build-up of harmonic vibrations dropped her into the chanddliers.

Granny and her helpless partner whirled past.

“Stop showin' off,” Granny hissed, and disappeared into the throng again.

“Who' syour friend?’ said Casanunda.

“She's-* Nanny began.

There was ablast of trumpets.

“That was abit off the beat,” shesaid.



“No, that meansthe Duc isarriving,” said Casanunda.
The band stopped playing. The couples, as one, turned and faced the main Saircase.
There were two figures descending in stately fashion.

My word, he'sadeek and handsome devil, Nanny told hersdlf. It just goesto show. Esme sright. You
can never tell by lookin'.

Andher. ..

... that’sLily Weatherwax?

The woman wasn't masked.

Give or take the odd laughter line and wrinkle, it was Granny Weatherwax to the life.
Almodt. . .

Nanny found she was turning to find the white eagle head in the crowd. All heads were turned to die
staircase, but there was one staring as if her gaze was a stedl rod.

Lily Weatherwax wore white. Until that point it had never occurred to Nanny Ogg that there could be
different colours of white. Now she knew better. The white of Lily Weatherwax’ s dress seemed to
radiate; if dl the lightswent out, shefelt, Lily’ sdresswould glow. It had style. It gleamed, and had puffed
deeves and was edged with lace.

And Lily Weatherwax looked - Nanny Ogg had to admit it - younger. There was the same bone
structure and fine Wesatherwax complexion, but it looked . . . lessworn.

If that’swhat bein’ bad doesto you, Nanny thought, | could of done with some of that years ago. The
wages of snisdeath but so isthe sdlary of virtue, and at least the evil get to go home early on Fridays.

The eyes were the same, though. Somewhere in the genetics of the Weatherwaxes was a piece of
sapphire. Maybe generations of them.

The Duc was unbdievably handsome. But that was understandable. He was wearing black. Even his
eyeswore black.

Nanny surfaced, and pushed her way through the throng to Granny Wesatherwax.
She grabbed Granny’sarm.
“Hmm?’

Nanny was aware that the crowd was moving, parting like a sea, between the staircase and the
chaise-longue at thefar end of the hall.



Granny Weatherwax’ s knuckles were as white as her dress.
“Esme? What' s happening? What are you doing?’ said Nanny.
“Trying...to...d0p...thedory,” said Granny.

“What' s she doing, then?’

“Letting.. . . things. . . happen!”

The crowd were pulling back past them. It didn’t seem to be a conscious thing. It wasjust happening
that asort of corridor was forming.

The Prince waked dowly dong it. Behind Lily, faint images hung in the air so that she appeared to be
followed by a successon of fading ghodts.

Magrat stood up.
Nanny was aware of arainbow huein the air. Possibly there was the tweeting of bluebirds.
The Prince took Magrat by the hand.

Nanny glanced up at Lily Westherwax, who had remained afew steps up from the foot of the stairsand
was amiling beneficently.

Then shetried to put afocus on the future,
It was horribly easy.

Normally the future is branching off at every turn and it’ sonly possible to have the haziest idea of whet is
likely to happen, even when you' re astemporaly sensitive as awitch. But here there were stories coiled
around the tree of events, bending it into anew shape.

Granny Westherwax wouldn't know what a pattern of quantum inevitability wasif shefound it esting her
dinner. If you mentioned the words ‘ paradigms of space-time’ to her she'd just say ‘What?’ But that
didn’t mean shewasignorant. It just meant that she didn’t have any truck with words, especidly
gibberish. Shejust knew that there were certain things that happened continually in human history, like
three-dimensiond cliches. Stories.

“And now we'repart of it! And | can’'t Stopit,” said Granny. “ There sgot to be a place where| can
gopit, and | can’'t find it!”

The band struck up. It was playing awaltz.

Magrat and the Prince whirled around the dance floor once, never taking their eyes off each other. Then
afew couples dared to join them. And then, asif the whole ball was a machine whose spring had been
wound up again, the floor was full of dancing couples and the sounds of conversation flowed back into
thevoid.

“Areyou going to introduce meto your friend?’ said Casanunda, from somewhere near Nanny’ s elbow.



People swept past them.

“It'sdl got to happen,” said Granny, ignoring the low-leve interruption. “Everything. Thekiss, the clock
griking midnight, her running out and losing the glass dipper, everything.”

“Ur, yuk,” said Nanny, leaning on her partner’ s head. “I’ d rather lick toads.”

“Shelooksjust my type,” said Casanunda, hisvoice dightly muffled. “I’ ve dways been very attracted to
dominant women.”

Thewitcheslooked at the whirling couple, who were staring into one another’ s eyes.
“I could trip them up, no trouble,” said Nanny.
“You can't. That's not something that can happen.”

“Wdl, Magrat'ssensible. . . moreor lesssengble,” said Nanny. “Maybe she' Il notice something's
wrong.”

“I’'m good at what | do, GythaOgg,” said Granny. “ She won't notice nothing until the clock strikes
midnight.”

They both turned to look up. It was barely nine.

“Y’know,” said Nanny Ogg. “ Clocks don't strike midnight. Seemsto methey just strike twelve. | mean,
it'sjust amatter of bongs.”

They both looked up at the clock again.

In the swamp, Legbathe black cockerel crowed. He ways crowed at sunset.

Nanny Ogg pounded up another flight of stairs and leaned against the wall to catch her bresth.
It had to be somewhere round here.

“Another timeyou'll learn to keep your mouth shut, Gytha Ogg,” she muttered.

“I expect we' re leaving the hurly-burly of the bl for an intimate tete-a-tete somewhere?” sad
Casanunda hopefully, trotting dong behind her.

Nanny tried to ignore him and ran along a dusty passage. There was abalcony rail on one side, looking
down into the ballroom. And there. ..

...asmall wooden door.

Sherammed it open with her elbow. Within, mechanisms whirred in counterpoint to the dancing figures
below asif the clock was propelling them, which, in ametaphorical sense, it was.

Clockwork, Nanny thought. Once you know about clockwork, you know about everything.

| wish | bloody well knew about clockwork.



“Very cosy,” said Casanunda.

She sgueezed through the gap and into the clock space. Cog-whedls clicked past her nose.
She stared at them for amoment.

Lawks. All thisjust to chop Time up into little bits.

“It might be just the teensest bit cramped,” said Casanunda, from somewhere near her armpit. “But
needs must, ma am. | remember oncein Quirm, therewasthissedan chairand . . .”

Let's see, thought Nanny. Thisbit is connected to that bit, this one turns, that one turnsfaster, this spiky
bit wobbles backwards and forwards. . .

Oh, well. Just twigt thefirgt thing you can grab, asthe High Priest said to the vestal virgin.
Nanny Ogg spat on her hands, gripped the largest cogwhedl, and twisted.
It carried on turning, pulling her withit.

Blimey. Oh, wdll . ..

Then shedid what neither Granny Westherwax nor Magrat would have dreamed of doing in the
circumgtances. But Nanny Ogg' s voyages on the sea of inter-sexua dalliance had gone rather further than
twice around the lighthouse, and she saw nothing demeaning in getting aman to help her.

She smpered at Casanunda.

“Thingswould be alot more comfortablein our little pie-de-terreif you could just push thislittle whed!
around ahit,” shesaid. “I’m sure you could manageit,” she added.

“Oh, no problem, good lady,” said Casanunda. He reached up with one hand. Dwarfs are immensdly
gtrong for their Sze. Thewhed seemed to offer him no resstance at al.

Somewhere in the mechanism something resisted for amoment and then went clonk. Big whedlsturned

reluctantly. Little whedls screamed on their axles. A smdl important piece flew out and pinged of
Casanunda s smdll bullet head.

And, much faster than nature had ever intended, the hands sped round the face.
A new noise right overhead made Nanny Ogg look up.

Her sdif-satisfied expression faded. The hammer that struck the hours was swinging dowly backwards.
It struck Nanny that she was standing right under the bell a the same time asthe bell, too, was struck.

Bong...
“Oh, bugger!”

... bong. ..



...bong. ..
...bong...

Mist rolled through the swamp. And shadows moved with it, their shapesindistinct on this night when the
difference between the living and the dead was only amatter of time.

Mrs Gogol could fed them among the trees. The homeless. The hungry. The silent people. Those
forsaken by men and gods. The people of the mists and the mud, whose only strength was somewhere
on the other side of weakness, whose bdliefs were asrickety and homemade as their homes. And the
people from the city — not the oneswho lived in the big white houses and went to balsin fine coaches,
but the other ones. They were the ones that stories are never about. Stories are not, on the whole,
interested in swineherds who remain swineherds and poor and humble shoe-makers whose destiny isto
diedightly poorer and much humbler.

These people were the ones who made the magica kingdom work, who cooked its meals and swept its
floors and carted its night soil and were its facesin the crowd and whose wishes and dreams,
undemanding asthey were, were of no consequence. Theinvisibles.

And me out here, she thought. Building trapsfor gods.

There are various forms of voodoo in the multiverse, becauseit’ sareligion that can be put together from
any ingredients that happen to be lying around. And dl of them try, in someway, to call down agod into
the body of ahuman being.

That was stupid, Mrs Gogol thought. That was dangerous.

Mrs Gogol’ s voodoo worked the other way about. What was agod? A focus of belief. If people
believed, agod began to grow. Feebly at fird, but if the swamp taught anything, it taught patience.
Anything could be the focus of agod. A handful of featherswith ared ribbon around them, ahat and
coat on acouple of sticks. . . anything. Because when dl people had was practically nothing, then
anything could be amost everything. And then you fed it, and lulled it, like a goose heading for pate, and
let the power grow very dowly, and when the time was ripe you opened the path . . . backwards. A
human could ride the god, rather than the other way around. There would be apriceto pay later, but
there alwayswas. In Mrs Gogol’ s experience, everyone ended up dying.

Shetook apull of rum and handed the jug to Saturday.

Saturday took amouthful, and passed the jug up to something that might have been ahand.

“Letit begin,” said Mrs Gogol.

The dead man picked up three smal drums and began to beat out arhythm, heartbest fast.

After awhile something tapped Mrs Gogol on the shoulder and handed her the jug. It was empty.

Might aswell begin. . .

“Lady Bon Annasmile on me. Migter Safe Way protect me. Stride Wide Man guide me. Hotaloga
Andrews catch me.



“1 stand between the light and the dark, but that no matter, because | am between.
“Hereisrum for you. Tobacco for you. Food for you. A homefor you.
“Now you listentomegood . . .”

.. bong.

For Magrat it was like waking from a dream into adream. She’ d been idly dreaming that she was

dancing with the most handsome man in the room, and . . . she was dancing with the most handsome man
in theroom.

Except that he wore two circles of smoked glass over hiseyes.

Although Magrat was soft-hearted, acompulsive daydreamer and, as Granny Weatherwax put it, awet
hen, shewouldn’t be awitch if she didn’'t have certain ingtincts and the sense to trust them. She reached
up and, before his hands could move, tweaked the things away.

Magrat had seen eyeslike that before, but never on something walking upright.

Her feet, which amoment before had been moving gracefully across the floor, tripped over themselves.
“Er..." shebegan.

And she was aware that his hands, pink and well-manicured, were also cold and damp.

Magrat turned and ran, knocking the couples aside in her madnessto get away. Her legstangled in the
dress. The stupid shoes skittered on the floor.

A couple of footmen blocked the sairsto the hall.

Magrat’ s eyes narrowed. Getting out was what mattered.

“Hal!”

“Ouch!”

And then sheran on, dipping at the top of the stairs. A glass dipper dithered acrossthe marble.

“How the hdll’ s anyone supposed to movein these things?’ she screamed at the world in generdl.
Hopping frantically on one foot, she wrenched the other shoe off and ran into the night.

The Prince walked dowly to the top of the steps and picked up the discarded dipper.

Hehddit. Thelight glittered off itsfacets.

Granny Wegatherwax leaned againgt the wall in the shadows. All stories had aturning point, and it had to
be close.

She was good at getting into other people’ s minds, but now she had to get into hers. She concentrated.



Down deeper . . . past everyday thoughts and minor concerns, faster, faster . . . through layers of deep
cogitation . . . deeper . . . past things sedled off and crusted over, old guilts and congeal ed regrets, but
therewas no timefor themnow . .. down . . . and there. . . the silver thread of the story. She'd been
part of it, was part of it, soit had to be a part of her.

It poured past. She reached ouit.

She hated everything that predestined people, that fooled them, that made them dightly less than human.
The story whipped dong like a stedl hawser. She gripped it.

Her eyes opened in shock. Then she stepped forward.

“Excuseme, Y our Highness.”

She snatched the shoe from the Duc's hands, and raised it over her head.

Her expression of evil satisfaction wasterrible to behold.

Then she dropped the shoe.

It smashed onthe stairs.

A thousand dlittering fragments scattered across the marble.

Coiled asit was around the length of turtle-shaped space-time known as the Discworld, the story shook.
One broken end flapped loose and flailed through the night, trying to find any sequencetofeedon. . .

In the clearing the trees moved. So did the shadows. Shadows shouldn't be able to move unlessthe light
moves. These did.

The drumming stopped.

In the slence there was the occasiona sizzle as power crackled across the hanging coat.

Saturday stepped forward. Green sparks flew out to his hands as he gripped the jacket and put it on.
His body jerked.

Erzulie Gogol bregthed out.

“Youaehere” shesad. “You are il yoursdf. You are exactly yoursdlf.”

Saturday raised his hands, with hisfists clenched. Occasiondly an arm or leg would jerk asthe power
ingde him squirrel-caged around in its search for freedom, but she could see that he wasridingit.

“It will become easier,” she said, more gently now.

Saturday nodded.

With the power flowing inside him he had, she thought, the fire he' d had when he was dive. He had not



been aparticularly good man, she knew. Genua had not been amodd of civic virtue. But at least he'd
never told people that they wanted him to oppress them, and that everything he did wasfor their own
good.

Around the circle, the people of New Genua - the old New Genua - knelt or bowed.

He hadn’t been akind ruler. But he! d fitted. And when he' d been arbitrary or arrogant or just plain
wrong, he' d never suggested that this was justified by anything other than the fact that he was bigger and
stronger and occasionaly nastier than other people. He' d never suggested that it was because he was
better. And he' d never told people they ought to be happy, and imposed akind of happiness on them.
Theinvisible people knew that happinessis not the natural state of mankind, and is never achieved from
the outsdein.

Saturday nodded again, thistime in satisfaction. When he opened his mouth, sparks flashed between his
teeth. And when he waded through the swamp, the dligators fought to get out of hisway.

It was quiet in the palace kitchens now. The huge trays of roast mest, the pigs heads with applesin their
mouths, the multi-layered trifles had long ago been carried upstairs. There was a clattering from the giant
gnksat thefar end, where some of the maids were making astart on the washing up.

Mrs Pleasant the cook had made hersdlf a plate of red stripefish in crawfish sauce. She wasn't the finest
cook in Genua - no-one got near Mrs Gogol’ s gumbo, people would almost come back from the dead
for ataste of Mrs Gogol’s gumbo - but the comparison was as narrow as that between, say, diamonds
and sapphires. She' d done her best to cook up a good banquet, because she had her professiona pride,
but there wasn't much she felt she was able to do with lumps of meat.

Genuan cooking, like the best cooking everywhere in the multiverse, had been evolved by people who
had to make desperate use of ingredients their masters didn’t want. No-one would even try abird’ s nest
unlessthey had to. Only hunger would make a man taste hisfirst dligator. No-onewould eat ashark’ sfin
if they were allowed to est the rest of the shark.

She poured hersaf arum and was just picking up the spoon when shefelt herself being watched.

A large man in ablack leather doublet was staring a her from the doorway, dangling aginger cat mask
from one hand.

It was avery direct stare. Mrs Pleasant found hersaf wishing she’ d done something about her hair and
was wearing a better dress.

“Yes?' shesad. “What d' you want?’
“Waaant foood, Miss-uss Pleassunt,” said Greebo.

She looked him up and down. There were some odd types in Genua these days. This one must have
been aguest a the bal, but there was something very. . .familiar about him.

Greebo wasn't a happy cat. People had made afuss just because he' d dragged aroast turkey off the
table. Then the skinny femae with the teeth had kept Smpering a him and saying she' d seehim later in
the rose garden, which wasn't at al the cat way of doing things, and that’ d got him confused, because
thiswasn’'t the right kind of body and nor was hers. And there were too many other males around.



Then he' d smelled the kitchen. Cats gravitate to kitchens like rocks gravitate to gravity.
“I seen you somewhere before?” said Mrs Pleasant.
Greebo said nothing. He' d followed his nose to abowl on one of the big tables.

“Waaant,” he demanded.

“Fish heads?’ said Mrs Pleasant. They were technically garbage, dthough what she was planning with
somerice and afew specid sauceswould turn them into the sort of dish kingsfight for.

“Waant,” Greebo repeated.
Mrs Pleasant shrugged.
“Y ou want raw fish heads, man, you take ‘em,” she said.

Greebo lifted the bowl uncertainly. He wasn't too good with fingers. Then he looked around
conspiratoridly and ducked under the table.

There were the sounds of keen gurgitation and the bowl being scraped around on the floor.
Greebo emerged.

“Millluk?" he suggested.

Fascinated, Mrs Pleasant reached for the milk jug and a cup-

“Saasaucerrr,” Greebo said.

- and a saucer.

Greebo took the saucer, gaveit along hard look, and put it on the floor.

Mrs Pleasant stared.

Greebo finished the milk, licking the remnant off his beard. He felt alot better now. And therewasabig
fire over there. He padded over to it, sat down, spat on his paw and made an attempt to clean hisears,
which didn’t work because inexplicably neither ears nor paw were the right shape, and then curled up as
best he could. Which wasn’t very well, given that he seemed to have the wrong sort of backbone, too.
After awhile Mrs Pleasant heard alow, asthmatic rumble.

Greebo was trying to purr.

He had the wrong kind of throat.

In aminute he was going to wake up in abad temper and want to fight something.



Mrs Pleasant got on with her own supper. Despite the fact that a hulking great man had just eaten a
bow! offish heads and lapped a saucer of milk in front of her, and was now stretched out uncomfortably
infront of thefire, shefound she didn’t fed theleast bit afraid. In fact she was fighting down an impulse
to scratch histummy.

Magrat wrenched off the other dipper as she ran down the long red carpet towards the pal ace gateway
and freedom. Just getting away, that was the important thing. From was more urgent than to.

And then two figures drifted out of the shadows and faced her. She raised the dipper patheticaly asthey
gpproached in absolute sllence, but even in the twilight she could fed their gaze.

The crowds parted. Lily Weatherwax glided through, in arustle of silk.

She looked Granny up and down, without any expression of surprise.

“All inwhite, too,” shesaid, dryly. “My word, aren’t you the nice one.”

“But I’ ve stopped you,” said Granny, still panting with the effort. “1’ ve broken it.”

Lily Weatherwax looked past her. The snake sisters were coming up the steps, holding alimp Magrat
between them.

“Save usal from people who think literally,” said Lily. “The damn things comein pairs, you know.”
She crossed to Magrat and snatched the second dipper out of her hand.

“The clock wasinteresting,” she said, turning back to Granny. “1 was impressed with the clock. But it's
no good, you know. Y ou can't stop this sort of thing. It has the momentum of inevitability. Y ou can’t
spoil agood story. | should know.”

She handed the dipper to the Prince, but without taking her eyes off Granny.
“It'Il fit her,” shesad.
Two of the courtiers held Magrat' sleg as the Prince wrestled the dipper past her protesting toes.

“There)” sad Lily, sill without looking down. “ And do stop trying that hedge-witch hypnotism on me,
Esmne”

“It fits,” said the Prince, but in adoubtful tone of voice.

“Y es, anything would fit,” said a cheerful voice from somewhere towards the back of the crowd, “if you
were allowed to put two pairs of hairy sockson first.”

Lily looked down. Then shelooked at Magrat’s mask. She reached out and pulled it off.
I‘QIV!”

“Wrong girl,” said Lily. “But it till doesn’t matter, Esme, becauseit istheright dipper. So dl we haveto
doisfind the girl whosefoot it fits-



There was acommotion at the back of the crowd. Courtiers parted, revealing Nanny Ogg, oil-covered
and hung with spider webs.

“If it safive-and-a-hdf narrow fit, I’'m your man,” she said. “ Just let me get these boots off. . .”

“I wasn't referring to you, old woman,” said Lily coldly.

“Oh, yesyou was,” said Nanny. “We know how thisbit goes, see. The Prince goes all round the city
with the dipper, trying to find the girl whosefoot fits. That’ swhat you was plannin’. So | can saveyou a
bit of trouble, how about it?’

Therewas aflicker of uncertainty in Lily’sexpression.

“A girl,” shesad, “of marriagesble age.”

“No problem there,” said Nanny cheerfully.

The dwarf Casanunda nudged a courtier proudly in the knees.

“She'savery close persond friend of mine,” he said proudly.

Lily looked at her sster.

“You'redoing this. Don't think | don’t know,” she said.

“l d@n'tdoing athing,” said Granny. “It’'sred life happening dl by itsdf.”

Nanny grabbed the dipper out of the Prince’ s hands and, before anyone € se could move, did it onto
her foot.

Then shewaggled thefoot inthe ar.

It was aperfect fit.

“Therel” shesaid. “ See? Y ou could have wasted the whole day.”
“Egpecidly because there must be hundreds of five-and-a-half-*

“ - narrow fit - “

“ - narrow fit wearersin acity thissize,” Granny went on. “Unless, of course, you happened to sort of
go to theright houseright at the start. If you had, you know, alucky guess?’

“But that’ d be chesatin’,” said Nanny.
She nudged the Prince.

“I"djust liketo add,” shesaid, “that | don't mind doin’ dl the waving and opening things and other royal
stuff, but | draw theline a deepin’ in the same bed as sunny jim here.”

“Because he doesn't deep inabed,” said Granny.



“No, hedegpsinapond,” said Nanny. “We had alook. Just agreat big indoor pond.”
“Becausehe'safrog,” said Granny.

“With fliesal over the place in case he wakes up in the night and fanciesasnack,” said Nanny.
“I thought s0!” said Magrat, pulling hersalf out of the grip of the guards. “He had clammy hands!”
“Lots of men have clammy hands,” said Nanny. “But this one' sgot ‘ em because he'safrog.”
“I’'maprince of blood roya!” said the Prince.

“And afrog,” said Granny.

“I don't mind,” said Casanunda, from somewhere down below. “1 enjoy open relationships. If you want
to go out with afrog, that’ sfineby me. . .”

Lily looked around at the crowd. Then she snapped her fingers.

Granny Weatherwax was aware of a sudden silence.

Nanny Ogg looked up at the people on either side of her. She waved ahand in front of aguard’ sface.
“Coo,” shesaid.

“You can't do that for long,” said Granny. “Y ou can’'t stop athousand people for long.”

Lily shrugged. “ They're not important. WWhoever will remember who was at the bal? They’Il just
remember the flight and the dipper and the happy ending.”

“I’'vetold you. You can't start it again. And he' safrog. Even you can't keep him in shape the whole day
long. He turns back into his old shape at night. HE s got abedroom with apond init. He safrog,” sad
Granny flatly.

“Butonly ingde” sad Lily.

“Ingde swhereit counts,” said Granny.

“Outsgde squiteimportant, mind,” said Nanny.

“Lotsof people are animasingde. Lotsof animasare peopleinsde,” sad Lily. “Where sthe ham?’
“He safrog.”

“Especidly at night,” said Nanny. It had occurred to her that a husband who wasaman al night and a
frog al day might be dmost acceptable; you wouldn’t get the wage packet, but there' d be lesswear and
tear on the furniture. She aso couldn’t put out of her mind certain private specul ations about the length of

histongue.

“And you killed the Baron,” said Magrat.



“You think hewas aparticularly nice man?’ said Lily. “Besdes, hedidn’'t show me any respect. If
you'’ ve got no respect, you' ve got nothing.”

Nanny and Magrat found themselveslooking a Granny.

“He safrog.”

“I found himin the swamp,” said Lily. “1 could tell he was pretty bright. | needed someone. . . amenable
to persuasion. Shouldn't frogs have a chance? He' |l be no worse a husband than many. Just onekiss
from aprincess sealsthe spdll.”

“Alot of menareanimas,” said Magrat, who' d picked up the ideafrom somewhere.

“Yes. But he' safrog,” said Granny.

“Look at it my way,” said Lily. “Y ou see this country? It'sal swamps and fogs. There' sno direction.
But | can makethisagrest city. Not agprawling place like Ankh-Morpork, but a place that works.”

“Thegirl doesn’'t want to marry afrog.”
“What will that matter in ahundred years time?’
“It matters now.”

Lily threw up her hands. “What do you want, then? It’ syour choice. There sme. . . or there sthat
woman in the swamp. Light or dark. Fog or sunshine. Dark chaos or happy endings.”

“He safrog, and you killed the old Baron,” said Granny.

“You'd havedonethe same,” said Lily.

“No,” said Granny. “I’ d have thought the same, but | wouldn’t have doneit.”
“What difference doesthat make, deegp down?’

“Y ou mean you don't know?’ said Nanny Ogg.

Lily laughed.

“Look at thethree of you,” she said. “Bursting with inefficient good intentions. The maiden, the mother
and the crone.”

“Who areyou calling amaiden?’ said Nanny Ogg.
“Who areyou cdling amother?” said Magrat.

Granny Weatherwax glowered briefly like the person who has discovered that thereis only one straw
|eft and everyone €lse has drawn along one.

“Now, what shdl | dowith you?’ said Lily. “| redly am againgt killing people unlessit’s necessary, but |



can't have you running around acting stupidly . . .”

Shelooked at her fingernails.

“So | think | shall have you put away somewhere until this hasrunits course. And then . . . can you
guesswhat I’m going to do next?

“I’m going to expect you to escape. Because, after al, | am the good one.”

Ellawalked cautioudy through the moonlit swamp, following the strutting shape of Legba. Shewas

aware of movement in the water, but nothing emerged - bad news like Legba gets around, even among
dligators.

An orange light appeared irrthe distance. It turned out to be Mrs Gogol’ s shack, or boat, or whatever it
was. In the swamp, the difference between the water and the land was practically amatter of choice.

“Hallo?Isthere anyone there?’
“Comedongin, child. Tekeaseat. Rest up alittle”

Ella stepped cautioudy on to the rocking veranda. Mrs Gogol was sitting in her chair, awhite-clad
raggedy doll in her lap.

“Magrat said -

“I' know dl about it. Cometo Erzulie”

“Who areyou?’

“I anyour - friend, girl.”

Ellamoved so asto be ready to run.

“Y ou’ re not agodmother of any kind, are you?’

“No. No gods. Just afriend. Did anyone follow you?’

“I...don’t think s0.”

“It'sno matter if they did, girl. No matter if they did. Maybe we ought to move out into theriver for a
spell, even s0. WE |l be alot safer with water al round.”

The shack lurched.

“Y ou better St down. The feets makeit shaky until we get into deep water.”

Ellarisked alook, neverthdess.

Airs Gogol’s hut travelled on four large duck feet, which were now rising out of the swamp. They
gplashed their way through the shadlows and, gently, sculled out into theriver.



Greebo woke up and stretched.

And thewrong sort of arms and legs!

Mrs Pleasant, who had been sitting watching him, put down her glass.
“What do you want to do now, Mr Cat?’ she said.

Greebo padded over to the door into the outside world and scratched at it.
“Waant to go owwwt, Miss-uss Pleas-unt,” he said.

“You just haveto turn the handle there,” she said.

Greebo stared at the door handle like someone trying to come to terms with a piece of very advanced
technology, and then gave her a pleading look.

She opened the door for him, stood aside as he dunk out, and then shut it, locked it and leaned against
it.

“Ember’ s bound to be safe with Mrs Gogol,” said Magrat.

“Hah!” said Granny.

“I quite liked her,” said Nanny Ogg.

“I don’t trust anyone who drinks rum and smokes apipe,” said Granny.

“Nanny Ogg smokes a pipe and drinks anything,” Magrat pointed out.

“Yes, but that’ s because she' sadisgustin’ old baggage,” said Granny, without looking up.
Nanny Ogg took her pipe out of her mouth.

“That'sright,” shesaid amiably. “You an't nothing if you don't maintain animage.”
Granny looked up from the lock.

“Can’'t shiftit,” shesaid. “It'soctiron, too. Can't magic it open.”

“It'sdaft, locking usup,” said Nanny. “I’ d have had uskilled.”

“That’ sbecause you're basically good,” said Magrat. “ The good are innocent and create justice. The
bad are guilty, which iswhy they invent mercy.”

“No, I know why she’ sdonethis” said Granny, darkly. “It'sso’swe Il know we' velogt.”



“But she said we' d escape,” said Magrat. “I don’t understand. She must know the good ones alway's
winintheend!”

“Only in gories,” said Granny, examining the door hinges. “ And she thinks she’ sin charge of the stories.
She bends them round hersdlf. She thinks she' sthe good one.”

“Mindyou,” said Magrat, “1 don't like swamps. If it wasn't for the frog and everything, I'd see Lily’s
point -

“Then you' re nothing but a daft godmother,” snapped Granny, gill fiddling with thelock. “Y ou can't go
around building a better world for people. Only people can build a better world for people. Otherwise
it'sjust acage. Besides, you don't build a better world by choppin’ heads off and giving decent girls
away to frogs.”

“But progress - “ Magrat began.

“Don't you talk to me about progress. Progress just means bad things happen faster. Anyone got
another hatpin? Thisone€ susdless.”

Nanny, who had Greebo' s ability to make hersdlf ingtantly at home wherever she happened to be, sat
down in the corner of the cell.

“I heard this story once,” she said, “where this bloke got locked up for years and years and he learned
amazin’ stuff about the universe and everythin' from another prisoner who wasincredibly clever, and then
he escaped and got hisrevenge.”

“What incredibly clever stuff do you know about the universe, GythaOgg?’ said Granny.
“Bugger dl,” sad Nanny cheerfully.
“Then we d better bloody well escape right now.”

Nanny pulled a scrap of pasteboard out of her hat, found a scrap of pencil up there too, licked the end
and thought for awhile. Then shewrote: Dear Jason unt o witer (asthey say in foreign parts),

Wl heré sathing yore ole Mum doin Timein prison again, Im aold lag, youll haveto send me acake
withaphid init and | shdl havelittle arrows on my closejust my joke. Thisisa Sketch of the dunjon. Im
putting aX wherewe are, which isInsde. Magrat is shown wering a posh dress, she has been acting like
aCourgette. Also inc. Esme getting fed up becaus she can't get the lock to work but | expect it will dl be
OK because the good oneswin in the end and that’ sUS. And all because some girl don’t want to marry
aPrincewhoisaDuck who isredly aFrog and | cant say | blame her, you don’'t want descendants who
have got Jenes and start off living in ajamjar and then hop about and get squashed. . .

She was interrupted by the sound of amandolin being played quite well, right on the other sde of the
wall, and asmall but determined voice raised in song.

“ — g consuenti d amoure, ventre dimo tondreturo-000 - ¢

“How | hunger my lovefor the dining-room of your warm maceration,” said Nanny, without looking up.



“ - delladellat’ ozentro, audri t’' dren vontarieceeee - “

“The shop, the shop, | have alozenge, the ky ispink,” said Nanny.

Granny and Magrat looked at one another.

“ - guarunto dd tart, bellapore di larientos - *

“Reoice, candlemaker, you have agresat big - *

“I don't believe any of this” said Granny. “Y ou’re making it up.”

“Word for word trandation,” said Nanny. “1 can speak foreign like a native, you know that.”
“MrsOgg?Isthat you, my love?’

They dl looked up towards the barred window. Therewasasmall face peering in.
“Casanunda?’ said Nanny.

“That’sme, Mrs Ogg.”

“My love” muttered Granny.

“How did you get up to thewindow?’ said Nanny, ignoring this.

“I dways know where | can get my hands on a step-ladder, Mrs Ogg.”

“I suppose you don’'t know where you can get your hands on akey?’

“Wouldn't do any good. There' stoo many guards outside your door, Mrs Ogg. Even for afamous
swordsman like me. Her ladyship gave strict orders. No-one' sto listen to you or look at you, even.”

“How comeyou're in the palace guard, Casanunda?’

“Soldier of fortune takes whatever jobs are going, Mrs Ogg,” said Casanunda earnestly.
“But al therest of ‘em are six foot tall and you' re - of the shorter persuasion.”

“I lied about my height, Mrs Ogg. I’'m aworld-famousliar.”

“Isthat true?’

“No.”

“What about you being the world’ s greetest lover?’

Therewas slencefor awhile.

“Well, maybe I’monly No. 2,” said Casanunda. “But | try harder.”



“Can’'t you go and find us afile or something, Mr Casanunda?’ said Magrat.

“I'll ssewhat | can do, Miss.”

The face disappeared.

“Maybe we could get peopleto visit us and then we could escape in their clothes?” said Nanny Ogg.
“Now I've gone and stuck the pinin my finger,” muttered Granny Weatherwax.

“Or maybe we could get Magrat to seduce one of the guards,” said Nanny.

“Why don’'t you?’ said Magrat, as nadtily as she could manage.

“All right. I'm game.”

“Shut up, the pair of you,” said Granny. “I’'m trying to think -

There was another sound at the window.

It was Legba

Theblack cockerel peered in between the bars for amoment, and then fluttered away.

“Gives methe cregps, that one,” said Nanny. “Can't look at him without thinking wistfully of
sage-and-onion and mashed potatoes.”

Her crinkled face crinkled further.

“Greebol” shesaid. “Where'd we leave him?’

“Oh, heé'sonly acat,” said Granny Weatherwax. “ Cats know how to look after themselves.”
“He sredly just abig softie- “ Nanny began, before someone started pulling down the wall.

A hole appeared. A grey hand appeared and grasped another stone. There was astrong smell of river
mud.

Rock crumbled under heavy fingers.

“Ladies?’ said aresonant voice.

“Well, Migter Saturday,” said Nanny, “as| live and breathe - saving your presence, o’ course.”
Saturday grunted something and walked away.

There was ahammering on the door and someone started fumbling with keys.

“Wedon't want to hang around here,” said Granny. “Come on.”



They helped one another out through the hole.

Saturday was on the other side of asmall courtyard, striding towards the sound of the ball.

And there was something behind him, trailling out like the tail of acomet.

“What' sthat?’

“Mrs Gogol’sdoing,” said Granny Wegtherwax grimly.

Behind Saturday, widening asit snaked through the palace grounds to the gate, was a stream of deeper
darknessintheair. At first sight it seemed to contain shapes, but closer inspection indicated that they
weren't shapes at dl but amere suggestion of shapes, forming and reforming. Eyes gleamed momentarily
inthe swirl. There was the cluttering of crickets and the whine of mosguitoes, the smell of mossand the
gtink of river mud.

“It'sthe swamp,” said Magrat.

“It'stheideaof the swamp,” said Granny. “It' swhat you have to havefirg, before you have the
swamp.”

“Oh, dear,” said Nanny. She shrugged. “WEell, Ella s got away and so have we, so thisisthe part where
we escape, yes? That' s what we' re supposed to do.”

None of them moved.
“They aren’t very nice peopleinthere,” said Magrat, after awhile, “but they don't deserve dligators.”

“Y ou witches stand right there,” said avoice behind them. Half adozen guards were crowded around
theholeinthewall.

“Life scertainly buser inthecity,” said Nanny, pulling another hatpin from her hat.

“They’ ve got crossbows,” warned Magrat. “ There’ s not much you can do against crossbows. Projectile
weaponsis Lesson Seven and | haven't had that yet.”

“They can't pull triggersif they think they’ ve got flippers” said Granny menacingly.

“Now,” said Nanny, “let’ snot have any of that, eh? Everyone knows the good ones awayswin
gpecidly when they’ re outnumbered.”

The guards emerged.

Asthey did so atall black shape dropped noiselessy from thewall behind them.
“There,” said Nanny, “I said hewouldn’t go far from hismummy, didn’t 1?7’

One or two of the guards redlized that she was staring proudly past them, and turned.

Asfar asthey were concerned, they confronted atal, broad-shouldered man with amane of black hair,
an eyepatch and avery widegrin.



He stood with hisarms casudly folded.

Hewaited until he had their full attention, and then Greebo let hislips part dowly.

Severa of the men took a step backwards then.

One of them said, “Why worry?It'snot asif he'sgot awesp - “

Greebo raised one hand.

Claws make no noise asthey dide out, but they ought to. They ought to make anoiselike ‘tzing'.

Greebo' sgrin widened.

Ah! These still worked . . .

One of the men was bright enough to raise his crossbow but stupid enough to do it with Nanny Ogg
gtanding behind him with ahatpin. Her hand moved so swiftly that any wisdom-seeking saffron-clad
youth would have started the Way of Mrs Ogg there and then. The man screamed and dropped the bow.

“Wrowwwl. . .”

Greebo leapt.

Catsare likewitches. They don't fight to kill, but to win. Thereisadifference. There sno point in killing
an opponent. That way, they won't know they’ ve lost, and to be area winner you have to have an
opponent who is beaten and knows it. There' s no triumph over a corpse, but a beaten opponent, who

will remain beaten every day of the remainder of their sad and wretched life, is something to treasure.

Catsdo nat, of course, rationdizethisfar. They just like to send someone limping off minusatail and a
few square inches of fur.

Greebo’ stechnique was unscientific and wouldn’t have stood a chance against any decent
swordsmanship, but on his sde wasthe fact that it isamost impossible to develop decent
swordsmanship when you seem to have run into afood mixer that is biting your ear off.

The witches watched with interest.

“I think we can leave him now,” said Nanny. “I think he' shaving fun.”

They hurried towardsthe hal.

The orchestrawas in the middle of a complicated number when the lead violinist happened to glance
towards the door, and then dropped his bow. The cellist turned to see what had caused this, followed his
colleague sfixed stare, and in amoment of confusion tried to play hisinstrument backwards.

In asuccession of squeaks and flats, the orchestra stopped playing. The dancers continued for awhile

out of sheer momentum, and then stopped and milled about in confusion. And then, one by one, they too
looked up.



Saturday stood at the top of the steps.

In the sllence came the drumming, making the music that had gone before seem asinggnificant asthe
cluttering of crickets. Thiswasthered blood music; every other music that had ever been written was
merdy apitiful attempt to Sng dong.

It poured into the room, and with it came the heat and the warm, vegetable smell of the swamp. There
was asuggestion of aligator in the air - not the presence of them, but the promise.

The drumming grew louder. There were complex counter-rhythms, much more felt than heard.

Saturday brushed a speck of dust off the shoulder of hisancient coat, and reached out an arm.

Thetdl hat appeared in hishand.

He reached out his other hand.

The black cane with the sllver top whirred out of the empty air and was snatched up triumphantly.

He put the hat on his head. He twirled the cane.

The drumsrolled. Except that . . . maybeit wasn't drums now, maybeit was abeet in the floor itsdlf, or
inthewdls, or intheair. It was fast and hot and people in the hall found their feet moving of their own
accord, because the drumming seemed to reach the toes via the hindbrain without ever passing near the
ears.

Saturday’ s feet moved too. They beat out their own staccato rhythms on the marble floor.

He danced down the steps.

Hewhirled. Helegpt. Thetails of his coat whipped through the air. And then he landed at the foot of the
step, hisfeet gtriking the ground like the thud of doom.

And only now wasthereadirring.

There was a croak from the Prince.

“It can't be him! HE sdead! Guardd! Kill him!”

He looked around madly at the guards by the stairs.
The guard captain went pae.

“I, uh, again?| mean, | don't think . . .” he began.
“Doit now!”

The captain raised his crossbow nervoudy. The point of the bolt wove figures-of-eight in front of his
eyes.

“| saddoit!”



The bow twanged.
There was athud.
Saturday looked down at the feathers buried in his chest, and then grinned and raised his cane.

The captain looked up with the certain terror of desth in hisface. He dropped his bow and turned to
run, and managed two steps before he toppled forward.

“No,” sad avoice behind the Prince. “ Thisis how you kill adead man.”

Lily Westherwax stepped forward, her face white with fury.

“Y ou don’t belong here any more,” she hissed. “Y ou're not part of the story.”
Sheraised ahand.

Behind her, the ghost images suddenly focused on her, so that she became more iridescent. Silver fire
legpt across the room.

Baron Saturday thrust out his cane. The magic struck, and coursed down him to earth, leaving little Silver
trailsthat crackled for awhile and then winked out.

“No, maam,” hesad, “thereain’t no way to kill adead man.”
The three witches watched from the doorway.
“I fdt that,” said Nanny. “1t should have blown him to bits!”

“Blown what to bits?’” said Granny. “The swamp? Theriver? Theworld? He' sdl of them! Ooh, she'sa
clever one, that Mrs Gogol!”

“What?’ said Magrat. “What do you mean, dl of them?’

Lily backed away. Sheraised her hand again and sent another fireball towards the Baron. It hit his hat
and burgt off it like afirework.

“Stupid, stupid!” muttered Granny. “ She' s seen it doesn’t work and she' sl trying it!”
“| thought you weren't on her side,” said Magrat.

“l'an’'t! But | don't like to see people being stupid. That kind of stuff’sno use, Magrat Garlick, even
youcan...oh, no, surdy not again . . .”

The Baron laughed as athird attempt earthed itself harmlesdy. Then heraised his cane. Two courtiers
tumbled forward.

Lily Weatherwax, sill backing away, came up againgt the foot of the main Staircase.

The Baron strolled forward.



“Y ouwant to try anything else, lady?’ he said.
Lily raised both hands.
All three witchesfelt it - the terrible suction as she tried to concentrate al the power in the vicinity.

Outside, the one guard remaining upright found that he was no longer fighting aman but merdly an
enraged tomcat, although thiswas no consolation. It just meant that Greebo had an extrapair of claws.

The Prince screamed.

It was along, descending scream, and ended in a croak, somewhere around ground level.

Baron Saturday took one heavy, ddliberate step forward, and there was no more croak.

The drums stopped abruptly.

And then therewas aredl silence, broken only by the swish of Lily’ sdress as she fled up the sairs.
A voice behind the witches said, “Thank you, ladies. Could you step aside, please?’

They looked around. Mrs Gogol was there, holding Embers by the hand. She had afat,
gaily-embroidered bag over her shoulder.

All three watched as the voodoo woman led the girl down into the hall and through the silent crowds.
“That'snot right either,” said Granny under her bregth.

“What?' sad Magrat. “What?’

Baron Saturday thumped his stick on the floor.

“You know me,” hesad. “You dl know me. You know | waskilled. And now herel am. | was
murdered and what did you do -7’

“How much did you do, Mrs Gogol 7 muttered Granny. “No, we an't having this.”

“Ssh, | can’t hear what he/ ssaying,” said Nanny.

“He stdling them they can have him ruling them again, or Embers,” said Magrat.

“They’ll have Mrs Gogol,” muttered Granny. “She'll beone o’ them eminences greases.”

“Well, she’ snot too bad,” said Nanny.

“In the swamp she' s not too bad,” said Granny. “With someone to baance her up she’ s not too bad.
But Mrs Gogol tdllin” awhole city what to do . . . that’ snot right. Magic' s far too important to be used

for rulin’ people. Anyway, Lily only had peoplekilled - Mrs Gogol’ d set * em to choppin’ wood and
doin’ chores afterwards. | reckon, after you' ve had abusy life, you ort to be able to relax abit when

you're dead.”



“Lieback and enjoy it, sort of thing,” said Nanny.

Granny looked down at the white dress.

“I wish | had my old clotheson,” she said. “Black’ sthe proper colour for awitch.”

She strode down the steps, and then cupped her hands around her mouth.

“Coo-ee! MrsGogol!”

Baron Saturday stopped speaking. Mrs Gogol nodded at Granny.

“Yes, Miss Weatherwax?’

“Misgtress,” snapped Granny, and then softened her voice again.

“Thisan't right, you know. She' sthe one who ought to rule, fair enough. And you used magic to help
her thisfar, and that’ sal right. But it Slopsright here. It' s up to her what happens next. Y ou can't make
things right by magic. Y ou can only stop making them wrong.”

Mrs Gogol pulled hersdf up to her full, impressive height. “Who'syou to say what | can and can’t do
here?’

“WEe re her godmothers,” said Granny.

“That'sright,” said Nanny Ogg.

“We' ve got awand, too,” said Magrat.

“But you hate godmothers, Mistress Weatherwax,” said Mrs Gogol.

“WEe rethe other kind,” said Granny. “We re the kind that gives people what they know they redly
need, not what we think they ought to want.”

Among the fascinated crowd severa pairs of lips moved as people worked this out.

“Then you ve done your godmothering,” said Mrs Gogol, who thought faster than mogt. “ Y ou did it very
wdl.”

“Youdidn't lisen,” said Granny. “There sdl sorts of thingsto godmotherin’. She might be quite good at
ruling. She might be bad at it. But she' sgot to find out for hersdlf. With no interference from anyone.”

“Whet if | say no?’
“Then | expect we' ll just have to go on godmotherin’,” said Granny.
“Do you know how long | worked to win?’ said Mrs Gogol, haughtily. “Do you know what | lost?

“And now you’ ve won, and there' sthe end of it,” said Granny.



“Areyou looking to chalenge me, Mistress Weatherwax?’

Granny heditated, and then straightened her shoulders. Her arms moved away from her sides, almost
imperceptibly. Nanny and Magrat moved away dightly.

“If that’ swhat you want.”

“My voodoo against your . . . headology?’
“If youlike”

“And what' sthe stake?’

“No more magic in the affairs of Genua,” said Granny. “No more stories. No more godmothers. Just
people, deciding for themselves. For good or bad. Right or wrong.”

“Okay.”
“And you leave Lily Wegtherwax to me.”

Mrs Gogol’ sintake of breath was heard around the hall.

“Never!”

“Hmm?" said Granny. “Y ou don't think you' re going to lose, do you?’

“I don’'t want to hurt you, Mistress Weatherwax,” said Mrs Gogol.

“That'sgood,” said Granny. “1 don’t want you to hurt me either.”

“| don’t want there to be any fighting,” said Ella.

They dl looked at her.

“She' stheruler now, ain't she?” said Granny. “We ve got to listen to what she says.”
“I'll keep out of the city,” said Mrs Gogol, ignoring her, “but Lilithismine.”

“No.”

Mrs Gogol reached into her bag, and flourished the raggedy dall. “ See this?’

“Yes. | do,” said Granny.

“It was going to be her. Don't let it be you.”

“Sorry, Mrs Gogoal,” said Granny firmly, “but | see my duty plain.”

“Y ou’re aclever woman, Mistress Weatherwax. But you' re along way from home.”

Granny shrugged. Mrs Gogol held up the doll by itswai<. It had sapphire blue eyes.



“Y ou know about magic with mirrors? Thisismy kind of mirror, Mistress Weetherwax. | can makeit be
you. And then | can make it suffer. Don't make me do that. Please.”

“Measeyoursdf, MrsGogol. But I'll ded with Lily.”
“| should box abit clever if | wasyou, Esme,” muttered Nanny Ogg. “ She’ sgood at this sort of thing.”

“I think she could be very ruthless,” said Magrat.

“I"ve got nothing but the greatest respect for Mrs Gogol,” said Granny. “A fine woman. But talks a bit
too much. If | washer, I'd have had a couple of big nailsright through that thing by now.”

“You would, too,” said Nanny. “It'sagood thing you're good, ain't it.”
“Right,” said Granny, raising her voice again. “1’m going to find my sister, Mrs Gogol. Thisisfamily.”
She walked steadfastly towards the stairs.

Magrat took out the wand.

“If she does anything bad to Granny, she’ sgoing to go through the rest of her life bright orange and
round, with seedsin,” she said.

“I don't think Esmewould likeit if you did something like that,” said Nanny. “Don’'t worry. She doesn’t
believe dl that stuff about pinsand dolls”

“She doesn't believe anything. But that doesn’t matter!” said Magrat. “Mrs Gogol does! It’'s her power!
It' swhat she thinks that matters.”

“Don’t you reckon Esme knows that too?’
Granny Weatherwax reached the foot of the sairs.
“Mistress Weatherwax!”

Granny turned.

Mrs Gogol had along diver of wood in her hand. Shaking her head desperately, shejabbed it into the
doll’sfoot.

Everyone saw Esme Weatherwax wince,
Another diver wasthrust into araggedy arm.

Sowly, Granny raised her other hand and shuddered when she touched her deeve. Then, limping
dightly, she continued to climb the sairs.

“I can do the heart next. Mistress Weatherwax!” shouted Mrs Gogol.

“I’'m sureyou can. You'regood at it. Y ou know you' regood at it,” said Granny, without looking



around.

Mrs Gogol stuck another diver into aleg. Granny sagged, and clutched at the banister. Beside her, one
of the big torches flamed.

“Next time!” said Mrs Gogal. “Right? Next time. | candoit!”

Granny turned around.

Shelooked at the hundreds of upturned faces.

When she spoke, her voice was so quiet that they had to strain to hear.

“I know you can too, Mrs Gogol. Y ou redly believe. Just remind me again- we' re playin’ for Lily, right?
Andfor thecity?’

“What doesthat matter now?’ said Mrs Gogol. “Ain’t you going to givein?’
Granny Westherwax thrust alittle finger into her ear and wiggled it thoughtfully.

“No,” shesaid. “No, | don’t reckon that’ swhat | do now. Are you watchin’, Mrs Gogol? Are you
watchin' red close?’

Her gaze travelled the room and rested for just afraction of a second on Magrat.
Then she reached over, carefully, and thrust her arm up to the e bow into the burning torch.
And thedall in Erzulie Gogoal’ s hands burdt into flame.

It went on blazing even after the witch had screamed and dropped it on to the floor. It went on burning
until Nanny Ogg ambled over with ajug of fruit juice from the buffet, whistling between her teeth, and put

it out.
Granny withdrew her hand. It was unscathed.

“That’sheadology,” she said. “It’ sthe only thing that matters. Everything eseisjust messn’ about.
Hope | didn’t hurt you, Mrs Gogol.”

She went on up the stairs.
Mrs Gogol kept on staring at the damp ashes. Nanny Ogg patted her companionably on the shoulder.
“How did shedo that?’ said Mrs Gogol.

“Shedidn’'t. Shelet you doit,” said Nanny. “Y ou got to watch yourself around Esme Weatherwax. I'd
like to see one of them Zen buggers come up against her one day.”

“And she' sthe good one?’ said Baron Saturday .

“Yeah,” sad Nanny. “Funny how thingswork out, realy.”



She looked thoughtfully a the empty fruit juice jug in her hand.

“What this needs,” she said, in the manner of one reaching a conclusion after much careful consideration,
“is some bananas and rum and suff iniit -

Magrat grabbed her dress as Nanny strode determinedly dak’ rywards.
“Not now,” she said. “We' d better get after Granny! She might need ug!”

“Shouldn’t think so for one minute,” said Nanny. “1 wouldn't liketo bein Lily’ s shoeswhen Esme
catches up with her.”

“But I’ ve never seen Granny so agitated,” said Magrat. “ Anything could happen.”

“Good job if it does” said Nanny. She nodded meaningfully at aflunkey who, being quick on the
uptake, legpt to attention.

“But she might do something - dreadful.”
“Good. She' sawayswanted to,” said Nanny. “ Another banana dak’ ry, mahatma coat, chopchop.”
“No. It wouldn’'t be agood idea,” Magrat persisted.

“Oh, dl right,” said Nanny. She handed the empty jug to Baron Saturday, who took it in akind of
hypnotic daze.

“We'rejust going to sort things out,” she said. “ Sorry about this. On with themotley . . . if anyone s got
any left”

When the witches had gone Mrs Gogol reached down and picked up the damp remains of the doll.

One or two people coughed.

“Isthat it?’ said the Baron. “ After twelve years?’

“ThePrinceisdead,” said Mrs Gogal. “ Such ashewas.”

“But you promised that | would be revenged on her,” the Baron said.

“I think therewill berevenge,” said Mrs Gogol. Shetossed the doll on to the floor. “Lilith has been
fighting me for twelve years and she never got through. Thisonedidn’t even haveto sweet. So | think
there will berevenge.”

“You don’t have to keep your word!”

“I do. I’ ve got to keep something.” Mrs Gogol put her arm around Ella s shoulder.

“Thisisit, girl,” shesaid. “Your paace. Your city. Thereis't aperson herewho will deny it.”

Sheglared at the guests. One or two of them stepped backwards.



Ellalooked up at Saturday.

“I fed | should know you,” she said. Sheturned to Mrs Gogol. “And you,” she added. “I’ ve seen you
both . . . before. A long time ago?’

Baron Saturday opened his mouth to speak. Mrs Gogol held up her hand.
“We promised,” shesaid. “No interference.”

“Not from us?’

“Not even from us.” Sheturned back to Ella. “We're just people.”

“Youmean...” sadElla, “I’'vedaved in akitchenfor years. .. and now . . . I'm supposed to rule the
city? ust likethat?’

“That'show it goes.”

Ellalooked down, deep in thought.

“And anything | say people haveto do?’ she said innocently.

There were afew nervous coughs from the crowd.

“Yes,” said Mrs Gogol.

Ellastood looking down at the floor, idly biting athumbnail. Then she looked up.

“Then thefirgt thing that’ s going to happen isthe end of the ball. Right now! I'm going to find the
carnival. I’ ve dwayswanted to dancein the carnival.” She looked around at the worried faces. “It' s not
compulsory for anyone elseto come,” she added.

The nobles of Genua had enough experience to know what it means when aruler says something is not
compulsory.

Within minutes the hall was empty, except for three figures.

“But...but. ..l wanted revenge” said the Baron. “| wanted degth. | wanted our daughter in power.”

TWO OUT OF THREE ISN' T BAD.

Mrs Gogol and the Baron turned around. Death put down his drink and stepped forward. Baron
Saturday straightened up. “1 am ready to go with you,” he said.

Death shrugged. Ready or not, he seemed to indicate, was dl the sameto him.

“But | held you off,” the Baron added. “ For twelve years!” He put hisarm around Erzuli€’ s shoulders.
“When they killed me and threw mein theriver, we solelife from you!”

YOU STOPPED LIVING. YOU NEVER DIED. | DID NOT COME FOR YOU THEN.



“Youdidn't?’

| HAD AN APPOINTMENT WITH YOU TONIGHT.
The Baron handed his cane to Mrs Gogol. He removed the tall black hat. He shrugged off the coat.
Power crackled initsfolds.

“No more Baron Saturday,” he said.

PERHAPS. IT'SA NICE HAT.

The Baron turned to Erzulie.

“I think | haveto go.”

“yes”

“What will you do?’

The voodoo woman looked down at the hat in her hands.
“I will go back to the swamp,” she said.

“Y ou could stay here. | don't trust that foreign witch.”

“I do. So I will go back to the swamp. Because some stories have to end. Whatever Ellabecomes,
e ll haveto makeit hersdf.”

It was ashort walk to the brown, heavy waters of theriver.
The Baron paused at the edge.

“Will shelive happily ever after?’ hesad.

NOT FOREVER. BUT PERHAPS FOR LONG ENOUGH.
And o stories end.

The wicked witch is defeated, the ragged princess comesinto her own, the kingdom is restored. Happy
days are here again. Happy ever after. Which meansthat life stops here.

Storieswant to end. They don't care what happens next. . .
Nanny Ogg panted aong acorridor.

“Never seen Esmelike that before,” she said. “ She'sin avery funny mood. She could be adanger to
hersdf.”

“She'sadanger to everyonedse,” said Magrat. “ She- *



The snake women stepped out into the passageway ahead of them.
“Look at it likethis” said Nanny, under her breath, “what can they do to us?’
“I can't stand snakes,” said Magrat quietly.

“They’ ve got those teeth, of course,” said Nanny, asif conducting aseminar. “More likefangs, redlly.
Comeon, girl. Let'sseeif we can find another way.”

“I hate them.”

Nanny tugged a Magrat, who did not move.

“Comeon!”

“| redlly hatethem.”

“You'll be ableto hate them even better from along way off !”

The ssterswere nearly on them. They didn’t walk, they glided. Perhaps Lily wasn't concentrating now,
because they were more snake-like than ever. Nanny thought she could see scale patterns under the skin.
Thejawlinewasal wrong.

“Magrat!”

One of the Ssters reached out. Magrat shuddered.

The snake sister opened its mouith.

Then Magrat looked up and, amast dreamily, punched it so hard that it was carried severa feet dong
the passage.

It wasn't ablow that featured in any Way or Path. No-one ever drew this one as a diagram or practised
itinfront of amirror with abandage tied round their head. It was straight out of the lexicon of inherited,
terrified survive reflexes.

“Usethewand!” shouted Nanny, darting forward. “Don’t ninj at them! Usethewand! That'swhat it's
forl”

The other snake ingtinctively turned to follow the movement, which iswhy ingtinct is not awaysthe
keynote to survival, because Magrat clubbed it on the back of the head. With the wand. It sagged, losing

shapeasit fell.

Thetrouble with witchesisthet they’ Il never run away from thingsthey redly hate.
And the trouble with small furry animalsin acorner isthat, just occasiondly, one of them’ samongoose.

Granny Wesatherwax had always wondered: what was supposed to be so specia about afull moon? It
wasonly abig circle of light. And the dark of the moon was only darkness.

But half-way between the two, when the moon was between the worlds of light and dark, when even the



moon lived on the edge . . . maybe then awitch could believe in the moon.

Now ahaf-moon sailed above the mists of the swamp.

Lily’snest of mirrorsreflected the cold light, asthey reflected everything dse. Leaning againgt the wall
were the three broom-sticks.

Granny picked up hers. She wasn't wearing the right colour and she wasn't wearing a hat; she needed
something shewas a homewith.

Nothing moved.

“Lily?’ said Granny oftly.

Her own image looked out a her from the mirrors.

“It can al stop now,” said Granny. “Y ou could take my stick and I’ ll take Magrat’s. She can aways
sharewith Gytha. And Mrs Gogol won't come after you. I’ ve fixed that. And we could do with more

witches back home. And no more godmothering. No more getting people killed so their daughters are
ready to beinagtory. | know that’ swhy you did it. Come on home. It’san offer you can’'t refuse.”

Themirror did back noisdesdy.

“You'retrying to bekind tome?’ said Lily.

“Don’'tthink it don’t take alot of effort,” said Granny in amore normd voice.
Lily’ sdressrustled in the darkness as she stepped out.

“So,” shesaid, “you beat the swamp woman.”

“No.”

“But you're hereinstead of her.”

“yes”

Lily took the stick out of Granny’s hands, and inspected it.

“Never used one of thesethings,” she said. “You just Sit on it and away you go?’

“With this one you have to be running quite fast beforeit takes off,” said Granny, “but that’ sthe genera
idea, yes.”

“Hmm. Do you know the symbology of the broomstick?” said Lily.

“Isit anything to do with maypoles and folksongs and suchlike?’ said Granny.
“Oh, yes”

“Then | don't want to hear about it.”



“No,” sad Lily. “I imagineyou don't.”
She handed the stick back.

“I’'m staying here,” she said. “Mrs Gogol may have come up with anew trick, but that doesn’t mean she
haswon.”

“No. Things have cometo an end, see,” said Granny. “That’s how it works when you turn the world into
gtories. Y ou should never have done that. Y ou shouldn’t turn the world into stories. Y ou shouldn't trest
people like they was characters, like they was things. But if you do, then you' ve got to know when the
story ends.”

“Y ou’ ve got to put on your red-hot shoes and dance the night away?’ said Lily.

“Somethin’ likethat, yes.”

“While everyone dse lives happily ever after?’

“I don’t know about thet,” said Granny. “ That’s up to them. What I’ m sayin’ is, you' re not alowed to
go round one moretime. You'velogt.”

“Y ou know aWesatherwax never loses,” said Lily.
“Oneof ‘emlearnstonight,” said Granny.

“But we're outsde the stories,” said Lily. “Mebecause| . . . am the medium through which they happen,
and you because you fight them. We re the onesin the middle. The free ones—

There was a sound behind them. The faces of Magrat and Nanny Ogg appeared over the top of the
sairwell.

“Y ou need any help, Esme?’ said Nanny cautioudly.

Lily laughed.

“Here syour little snakes, Esme.”

“You know,” she added, “you'reredly just like me. Don't you know that? Thereisn't athought that’s
gone through my head that you haven’t thought, too. Thereisn’'t adeed I’ ve done that you haven't
contemplated. But you never found the courage. That' s the difference between people like me and
people like you. We have the courage to do what you only dream of.”

“Yes?' sad Granny. “Istha what you think?Y ou think | dream?’

Lily moved afinger. Magrat floated up out of the stairwell, struggling. She waved her wand frantically.

“That'swhat | liketo see,” said Lily. “Peoplewishing. | never wished for anything in my life. | dways
made things happen. So much more rewarding.”

Magrat gritted her teeth.



“I'm sure | wouldn’t look good as apumpkin, dear,” said Lily. She waved ahand airily. Magrat rose.

“You'd be surprised at thethings| can do,” said Lily dreamily, asthe younger witch drifted smoothly
over theflagstones. “Y ou should have tried mirrors yoursdf, Esme. It doeswondersfor asoul. | only let
the swamp woman survive because her hate wasinvigorating. | do like being hated, you know. And you
do know. It'sakind of respect. It shows you’re having an effect. It' slike a cold bath on ahot day.
When stupid people find themsel ves powerless, when they fumein their futility, when they’ re beaten and
they’ ve got nothing but that yawning in the acid pit of their somachs- well, to be hones,, it'slikea
prayer. And the gories. . . toride on stories. . . to borrow the strength of them . . . the comfort of them
... to bein the hidden centre of them . . . Can you understand that? The sheer pleasure of seeing the
patterns repeat themselves? |’ ve dways loved a pattern. Incidentaly, if the Ogg woman continuesto try
to sneak up behind me | shall redly let your young friend drift out over the courtyard and then, Esme, |
might just lose interest.”

“I wasjust walkin' aout,” said Nanny. “No law againgt it.”

“Y ou changed the story your way, and now I’'m going to do it mine,” said Lily. “And onceagain . . . dl
you haveto do isgo. Just go away. What happens here doesn’t matter. It' sacity far away of which you
know little. I’'m not totaly certain | could out-trick you,” she added, “ but thesetwo . . . they haven't got
theright stuff in them. | could make jam of them. | hope you know that. So tonight, | suggest, a
Wegtherwax learnsto |ose?’

Granny stood silent for awhile, leaning on her usaless broom.

“All right. Put her down,” shesaid. “And then I'll say you' vewon.”

“I wish | could believethat,” said Lily. “Oh.. . . but you' re the nice one, aren’t you? Y ou have to keep
your word.”

“Watch me,” said Granny. She walked to the parapet and |ooked down. The two-faced moon was il
bright enough to illuminate the billowing fogs that surrounded the paace like asea.

“Magrat? Gytha?’ she said. “ Sorry about this. Y ou' vewon, Lily. Thereain't nothing | can do.”

She jumped.

Nanny Ogg rushed forward and stared over the edge, just in time to see adim figure vanish in the mists.
All threefigures|eft on the tower took a deep breath.

“It'satrick,” sad Lily, “to get me off guard.”

“Itisn't!” screamed Magrat, dropping to the stones.

“She had her broomstick,” said Lily.

“Itdon’t work! It won't start!” shouted Nanny. “Right,” she said, menacingly, striding towardsthe dim
shape of Lily. “We |l soon wipethat smug look off your face- “

She hdted as slver pain shot through her bodly.



Lily laughed.

“It'strue, then?’ shesaid. “Yes. | can seeit in your faces. Esme was bright enough to know she couldn’t
win. Don't be stupid. And don't point that silly wand a me, Miss Garlick. Old Desideratawould have
defeated melong ago if she could. People have no understanding.”

“We ought to go down there,” said Magrat. “ She might be lying there - *

“That’sit. Begood. It swhat you'regood at,” said Lily, asthey ran to the stairwell.

“But we'll be back,” snarled Nanny Ogg. “Even if we haveto live in the svamp with Mrs Gogol and est
snakes headd!”

“Of course,” sad Lily, arching an eyebrow. “That’swhat | said. One needs people like you around.
Otherwise oneis never quite sure oneis still working. It saway of keeping score.”

She watched them disappear down the steps.
A wind blew over the tower. Lily gathered up her skirts and walked to the end, where she could see the
shreds of mist streaming over the rooftops far below. There were the faint strains of music from the

distant carnival dance asit wound its way through the Streets.

It would soon be midnight. Proper midnight, not some cut-price version caused by an old woman
crawling around in aclock.

Lily tried to see through the murk to the bottom of the tower.

“Redly, Esme,” she murmured, “you did takelosing hard.”

Nanny reached out and restrained Magrat as they ran down the spiral airs.

“Sow down abit, | should,” she said.

“But she could be hurt -!”

“So could you, if you trip. Anyway,” said Nanny, “1 don’t reckon Esmeislyin’ in acrumpled hegp
somewhere. That's not the way she'd go. | reckon shedid it just to make sure Lily forgot about us and
wouldn’t try anything on us. | reckon she thought we were - what was that Tsortean bloke who could
only bewounded if you hit ‘im in theright place? No-one ever best ‘im until they found out about it. His
knee, | think it was. WEe re her Tsortean knee, right?’

“But we know you have to run redlly fast to get her broomstick going!” shouted Magrat.

“Yeah, | know,” said Nanny. “That’ swhat | thought. And now I’'m thinking. . . how fast do you go
when you' re dropping? | mean, straight down?”’

“I...don't know,” said Magrat.

“I reckon Esme thought it wasworth findin’ out,” said Nanny. “That’ swhat | reckon.”



A figure gppeared around the bend in the stairs, plodding upwards. They stood aside politely to let it
pass.

“Wish | could remember what bit of him you had to hit,” Nanny said. “ That’ s going to be nagging a me
al night, now.”

THEHEEL.

“Right? Oh, thanks.”

ANY TIME.

The figure continued onwards and upwards.

“He had agood mask on, didn’'t he,” said Magrat, eventualy.
She and Nanny sought confirmation in each other’ sface.
Magrat went pale. She looked up the stairs.

“1 think we should run back up and - “ she began.

Nanny Ogg was much older. “| think we should walk,” she said.

Lady Volentia D’ Arrangement sat in the rose garden under the big tower and blew her nose.

She' d been waiting for half an hour and she' d had enough.

She' d hoped for aromantic tete-artete: he' d seemed such anice man, sort of eager and shy at the same
time. Instead, she' d nearly been hit on the head when an old woman on abroom and wearing what
looked, asfar as she could see through the blur of speed, like Lady Volentia' s own dress, had screamed
down out of the mist. Her boots had ploughed through the roses before the curve of her flight took her up
agan.

And somefilthy smelly tomcat kept brushing up againgt her legs.

And it had started off assuch aniceevening. . .

“ ‘ullo, your Ladyship?’

She looked around at the bushes.

“My name' s Casanunda,” said a hopeful voice.

Lily Weatherwax turned when she heard the tinkle of glass from within the maze of mirrors.

Her brow wrinkled. She ran across the flagstones and opened the door into the mirror world.

Therewas no sound but the rustle of her dress and the soft hiss of her own breathing. She glided into the



place between the mirrors.
Her myriad selves|ooked back at her approvingly. Sherelaxed.

Then her foot struck something. She looked down and saw on the flagstones, black in the moonlight, a
broomstick lying in shards of broken glass.

Her horrified gaze rose to meet areflection.

It glared back at her.

“Where sthe pleasurein bein’ thewinner if theloser ain't diveto know they’ velog?’

Lilith backed away, her mouth opening and shutting.

Granny Weatherwax stepped through the empty frame. Lily looked down, beyond her avenging sister.
“Y ou broke my mirror!”

“Wasthiswhat it wasal for, then?’ said Granny.” Playin’ little queensin some damp city? Serving
stories? What sort of power isthat?’

“Youdon't understand . . . you' ve broken the mirror . . .”
“They say you shouldn’'t do it,” said Granny. “But | reckoned: what' s another seven years' bad luck?’

Image after image shatters, dl the way around the great curve of the mirror world, the crack flying out
fagter thanlight. . .

“You have to break both to be safe. . . you've upset the balance.. . .”

“Hah! | did?’ Granny stepped forward, her eyestwo sapphires of bitterness. “1I’m goin’ to give you the
hidin" our Mam never gave you, Lily Weatherwax. Not with magic, not with headology, not with astick
like our Dad had, aye, and used afair bit as| recall - but with skin. And not because you was the bad
one. Not because you meddled with stories. Everyone has a path they got to tread. But because, and |
wants you to understand this prop’ly, after you went | had to be the good one. Y ou had al the fun. An’
there’ sno way | can make you pay for that, Lily, but I'm surely goin’ togiveitatry ...

“But...l...1...I"'mthegood one” Lily murmured, her face pale with shock. “I’m the good one. |
can't lose. I'm the godmother. Y ou’ re the wicked witch . . . and you’ ve broken themirror . . .”

... moving like acomet, the crack in the mirrors reachesits furthest point and curves back, speeding
down the countlessworlds. . .

“You' vegot to hedpmeput . . . theimages must be balanced . . .” Lily murmured faintly, backing up
againg theremaining glass.

“Good? Good? Feeding people to stories? Twisting people’ slives? That' sgood, isit?’ said Granny.
“Y ou mean you didn’t even have fun?If I’ d been asbad asyou, I’ d have been awhole lot worse. Better
at it than you' ve ever dreamed of .



She drew back her hand.

... the crack returned towards its point of origin, carrying with it the fleeing reflections of al the mirrors.

Her eyeswidened.
The glass smashed and crazed behind Lily Westherwax.

Andinthemirror, theimage of Lily Weatherwax turned around, smiled bestificaly, and reached out of
the frameto take Lily Weetherwax into itsarms.

“Lilyt”

All the mirrors shattered, exploding outwards in athousand pieces from the top of the tower so that, just
for amoment, it was wreathed in twinkling fairy dust.

Nanny Ogg and Magrat came up onto the roof like avenging angels after aperiod of lax ceestid quality
control.

They stopped.

Where the maze of mirrors had been were empty frames. Glass shards covered the floor and, lying on
them, wasafigurein awhite dress.

Nanny pushed Magrat behind her and crunched forward cautioudly. She prodded the figure with the toe
of her boot.

“Let’ sthrow her off the tower,” said Magrat.
“All right,” ssid Nanny. “Do it, then.”

Magrat hestated. “Wdll,” shesaid, “when | said let’ sthrow her off the tower, | didn’'t mean me
persondly throwing her off, | meant that if there was any justice she ought to be thrown off- “

“Then | shouldn’'t say any more on that score, if | wasyou,” said Nanny, knedling carefully on the
crunching shards. “Besides, | wasright. ThisisEsme. I'd know that face anywhere. Take off your
petticoat.”

“WI,.]y?l

“Look at her arms, girl!”

Magrat stared. Then sheraised her hands to her mouth.

“Whét has she been doing?’

“Trying to reach straight through glass, by thelooks of it,” said Nanny. “Now get it off and help metear
it into strips and then go and find Mrs Gogol and seeif she' sgot any ointments and can help us, and tell
her if she can’'t she' d better be along way away by morning.” Nanny fet Granny Weatherwax’ swrist.
“Maybe Lily Weatherwax could make jam of us but I'm damn sure | could knock Mrs Gogol’ s eye out



with thefender if it cametoit.”

Nanny removed her patent indestructible hat and fished around inside the point. She pulled out avelvet
cloth and unwrapped it, revedling alittle cache of needles and aspool of thread.

Shelicked athread and held aneedle against the moon, squinting.

“Oh, Esme, Esme,” she said, as she bent to her sewing, “you do take winning hard.”

Lily Weatherwax |ooked out at the multi-layered, silvery world.

“Wheream |7’

INSIDE THE MIRROR.

“Am | dead?’

THE ANSWER TO THAT, said Degth, is SOMEWHERE BETWEEN NO AND YES.
Lily turned, and abillion figures turned with her. “When can | get out?’

WHEN YOU FIND THE ONE THAT' SREAL.

Lily Wegtherwax ran on through the endlessreflections.

A good cook isawaysthefirst oneinto the kitchen every morning and the last one to go home at night.

Mrs Pleasant damped down thefires. She did aquick inventory of the silverware and counted the
tureens. She-

She was aware of being stared at.

There was acat in the doorway. It was big and grey. One eye was an evil yellow-green, the other one
pearly white. What remained of its earslooked like the edge of a stamp. Nevertheless, it had acertain
swagger, and generated an |-can-beat-you-with-one-paw fedl that was strangely familiar.

Airs Pleasant sared at it for awhile. She was a close persond friend of Mrs Gogol and knew that shape
ismerely amatter of deeply-ingrained persona habit, and if you' re aresident of Genua around Samedi

Nuit Mort you learn to trust your judgement rather more than you trust your senses.

“Wel now,” she said, with barely atrace of atremor in her voice, “1 expect you'd like some morefish
legs, | mean heads, how about that?’

Greebo stretched and arched his back.
“And there' ssomemilk in the coolroom,” said Mrs Pleasant.
Greebo yawned happily.

Then he scratched his ear with his back leg. Humanity’ sanice placeto vist, but you wouldn't want to
livethere.



It wasaday later.

“Mrs Gogoal’ s heding ointment really seemsto work,” said Magrat. She held up ajar that was half-full of
something pa e green and strangely gritty and had a subtle smell which, you could quite possibly believe,
occupied thewhole world.

“It'sgot snakes headsinit,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Don’'t you try to upset me,” said Magrat. “1 know the Snake' sHead isakind of flower. A fritillary, |
think. It'samazing what you can do with flowers, you know.”

Nanny Ogg, who had in fact spent an ingtructive if gruesome half-hour watching Mrs Gogol make the
stuff, hadn’t the heart to say so.

“That'sright,” she said. “Flowers. No getting anything past you, | can seethat.”
Magrat yawned.

They had been given the run of the paace, dthough no-one fdt like running anywhere. Granny had been
ingaled in the next room.

“Go and get some deep,” said Nanny. “I’ll go and take over from Mrs Gogol in amoment.”

“But Nanny . .. Gytha...” said Magrat.

“Hmm?’

“All that . . . stuff . . . shewas saying, when we weretravelling. It was 0. . . so cold. Wasn't it? Not
wishing for things, not using magic to help people, not being able to do that fire thing - and then she went
and did al those things! What am | supposed to make of that?’

“Ah, wdl,” said Nanny. “It' sal according to the general and the specific, right?’

“What does that mean?’ Magrat lay down on the bed.

“Meanswhen Esme uses words like “Everyone’ and “No-one’ she doesn't include herself.”

“Youknow . ..whenyouthink about it . . . that’ sterrible.”

“That’ switchcraft. Up at the sharp end. And now . . . get some deep.”

Magrat wastoo tired to object. She stretched out and was soon snoring in agenteel sort of way.

Nanny sat and smoked her pipefor awhile, saring at the wall.

Then she got up and pushed open the door.

Mrs Gogol looked up from her stool by the bed.

“You go and get some deep too,” said Nanny. “1’ll take over for aspell.”



“There s something not right,” said Mrs Gogol. “Her hands arefine. Shejust won't wake up.”
“It' sdl inthe mind, with Esme,” said Nanny.

“I could make some new gods and get everyoneto believein *em real good. How about that?” said Mrs
Gogol. Nanny shook her head.

“I shouldn’t think Esme’ d want that. She' s not keen on gods. She thinksthey’ re awaste of space.”
“I could cook up some gumbo, then. Peopl€ || come along way to taste that.”

“It might be worth atry,” Nanny conceded. “ Every little helps, | aways say. Why not seetoit? Leave
the rum here”

After the voodoo lady had gone Nanny smoked her pipe some more and drank alittlerumina
thoughtful sort of way, looking at the figure on the bed.

Then she bent down close to Granny Westherwax’ s ear, and whispered:
“Youan't going tolose, areyou?’

Granny Weatherwax |ooked out at the multi-layered, silvery world.
“Wheream |7’

INSIDE THE MIRROR.

“Am | dead?’

THE ANSWER TO THAT, said Death, is SOMEWHERE BETWEEN NO AND YES.
Esmeturned, and abillion figures turned with her.

“When can | get out?”’

WHEN YOU FIND THE ONE THAT'SREAL.

“Isthisatrick question?’

NO.

Granny looked down at herself.

“Thisone,” shesaid.

And gtoriesjust want happy endings. They don't give adamn who they'refor.
Dear Jason eksetra,

Well so much for Genuabut | leanred about Mrs Gogol’ s zombie medicin and she gave me the Hityi



Hidtfrt told me how to make banananana dakry and gave me athing call abanjo youll be amazed and all
inal isadecent soul | reckon if you keeps her where you can see her. It [ooks like we got Esme back
but I don’t know shes actin funny and quiet not like herself normally so Im keepin an Eyeon her justin
case Lily puled afarst onein the mirror. But | think shes geting better because when she woke up she
arsked Magratfor alook at the wand and then she kind of twidled and twisted them ringson it and
turned the po into a bunch of flowers and Magrat said she could never make the wand do that and Esme
said no because, she wasted time wishing for thinges instead of working out how to make them happen.
What | say is, what agood job Esme never got awand when she was young, Lily would have bin a
Picnic by comparisen. Enclosed isa picture of the cemtry here you can seefolks are buried in boxes
above ground the soil being so wet because you dont want to be dead and drownded at the same time,
they say travelin brordensthe mind, | reckon | could pull mine out my ears now and knot it under my
chin, al the best, MUM.

In the swamp Mrs Gogol the voodoo witch draped the tail coat over its crude stand, stuck the hat on the
top of the pole and fastened the cane to one end of the crosspiece with abit of twine.

She stood back.

There was afluttering of wings. Legba dropped out of the sky and perched on the hat. Then he crowed.
Usudly he only crowed at nightfall, because he was abird of power, but for once he wasinclined to
acknowledge the new day.

It was said afterwards that, every year on Samedi Nuit Moit, when the carnival was at its height and the
drumswere loudest and the rum was nearly al gone, aman in atail coat and atop hat and with the

energy of ademon would appear out of nowhere and lead the dance.

After dl, even sories have to sart somewhere.

There was a splash, and then the waters of theriver closed again. Magrat walked away.

Thewand settled into the rich mud, where it was touched only by the feet of the occasiona passing
crawfish, who don't have fairy godmothers and aren't alowed to wish for anything. It sank down over
the months and passed, as most things do, out of history. Which was dl anyone could wish for.

Thethree broomsticks rose over Genua, with the miststhat curled towards the dawn.

The witches |looked down at the green swamps around the city. Genua dozed. The days after Fat
Lunchtirne were dways quiet, as people dept it off. Currently they included Greebo, curled upin his
place among the bristles. Leaving Mrs Pleasant had been area wrench.

“Wel, so much for ladouchevita,” said Nanny philosophicaly.

“We never said goodbye to Mrs Gogol,” said Magrat.

“I reckon she knows we re going right enough,” said Nanny. “Very knowin’ woman, Mrs Gogol.”

“But can we trust her to keep her word?” said Magrat.



“Yes” sad Granny Weeatherwax.
“She' svery honest, in her way,” said Nanny Ogg.
“Wall, there sthat,” Granny conceded. “Also, | said | might come back.”

Magrat looked across at Granny’ s broomstick. A large round box was among the baggage strapped to
the brigtles.

“Y ou never tried on that hat she gaveyou,” shesaid.
“I had alook at it,” said Granny coldly. “It don't fit.”
“I reckon Mrs Gogol wouldn't give anyone ahat that didn’t fit,” said Nanny. “Let’shave alook, eh?’

Granny sniffed, and undid thelid of the box. Balls of tissue paper tumbled down towards the mists as
shelifted the hat out.

Magrat and Nanny Ogg stared at it.

They were of course used to the concept of fruit on ahat - Nanny Ogg herself had ablack straw hat
with wax cherries on for specid family feuding occasions. But this one had rather more than just cherries.
About the only fruit not on it somewhere was amelon.

“It'saefinitdy very . . . foreign,” said Magrat.

“Goon,” sadNanny. “Try it on.”

Granny did so, ahit sheepishly, increasing her apparent height by two feet, most of which was
pinegpple.

“Very colourful. Very . .. sylish,” said Nanny. “Not everyone could wear ahat like that.”
“The pomegranates suit you,” said Magrat.

“And thelemons,” said Nanny Ogg.

“Eh?Youtwo ain't laughing a me, areyou?’ said Granny Weatherwax suspicioudy.
“Would you liketo have alook?’ said Magrat. “1 have amirror somewhere. . .”

The slence descended like an axe. Magrat went red. Nanny Ogg glared at her.

They watched Granny carefully.

“Yeess” shesad, after what seemed along time, “1 think | should look inamirror.”

Magrat unfroze, fumbled in her pockets and produced a small, wooden-framed hand-mirror. She
passed it across.



Granny Weatherwax looked at her reflection. Nanny Ogg surreptitioudy manoeuvred her broomstick a
bit closer.

“Hmm,” said Granny, after awhile.

“It' sthe way the grapes hang over your ear,” said Nanny, encouragingly. “Y ou know, that’ sa hat of
authority if ever | saw one.”

“Hmm.”
“Don’'t you think? said Magrat.

“Wadl,” said Granny, grudgingly, “maybeit’ sfinefor foreign parts. Where | ain’t going to be seen by
anyone as knows me. No-one important, anyway.”

“And when we get home you can dways edt it,” said Nanny Ogg.
They relaxed. Therewas afeding of ahill climbed, adangerous valey negotiated.
Magrat looked down at the brown river and the suspicious logs on its sandbanks.

“What | want to know is,” she said, “was Mrs Gogol really good or bad? | mean, dead people and
dligatorsand everything . ..

Granny looked at the rising sun, poking though the migts.

“Good and bad istricky,” shesaid. “1 ain’t too certain about where people stand. P raps what mattersis
which way you face.

“You know,” sheadded, “1 truly believe | can see the edge from here.”

“Funny thing,” said Nanny, “they say that in some foreign parts you get eephants. Y ou know, I've
always wanted to see an elephant. And there' saplace in Klatch or somewhere where people climb up

ropes and disappear.”

“What for?’ said Magrat.

“Search me. There' s proby’ ly some cunnin’ foreign reason.”

“In one of Desiderata sbooks,” said Magrat, “she saysthat there’ savery interesting thing about seeing
elephants. She saysthat on the Sto plains, when people say they’ re going to see the e ephant, it means
they’re smply going on ajourney because they’ re fed up with staying in the same place.”

“It' snot gaying in the same place that’ s the problem,” said Nanny, “it’ s not | etting your mind wander.”

“I’d liketo go up towards the Hub,” said Magrat. “To see the ancient temples such as are described in
Chapter One of The Way of the Scorpion.”

“And they’ d teach you anything you don’t know aready, would they?’ said Nanny, with unusua
sharpness.



Magrat glanced at Granny.

“Probably not,” she said meekly.

“Well,” said Nanny. “What' sit to be, Esme? Are we going home? Or are we off to see the elephant?’

Granny’ s broomstick turned gently in the breeze.

“You'readisgustin’ old baggage, GythaOgg,” said Granny.

“That’'sme,” said Nanny chearfully.

“And, Magrat Garlick - “

“I know,” said Magrat, overwhemed with rdlief, “I’'m awet hen.”

Granny looked back towards the Hub, and the high mountains. Somewhere back there was an old
cottage with the key hanging in the privy. All sorts of things were probably going on. The whole kingdom
was probably going to rack and ruin without her around to keep people on the right track. It was her job.
There was no telling what stupidities people would get up to if shewasn’'t there. . .

Nanny kicked her red boots together idly.

“Well, | suppose there’sno placelike home,” she said.

“No,” sad Granny Wesatherwax, till looking thoughtful. “No. There sahillion placeslike home. But
only one of ‘em’swhereyoulive”

“Sowe'regoing back?’ said Magrat.
1] Y$”
But they went the long way, and saw the e ephant.

THEEND



